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WILLIAM 8HAKSPEAEK 



THIC 

LIFE AND POETRY 

OP 

WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. 



How strange it is that on the two greatest of all poets the 
most mjsterj hangs — Homer and Shakspeare! Even as 
Mounts Everest and Dhawalagiri, towering far above the 
Himalajan summits, attract the thickest mantles of mist, are 
clad in the deepest piles of snow, and are for ever inaccessible; 
80 it is with these surpassing poets. Homer — who and what 
was he? Was he an Ionian, or did he on 

« The Chian strand 
Behold the Iliad and the Odyssey 
Bise to the swelling of the voiceftd sea'' 7 

Which of the seven cities that contended for the honour 
of his birthplace deserved to succeed in the strife? Was 
he or was he not a blind beggar? Was he one, or was 
the " Hiad " the product of many minds, all inspired by the 
spirit of those 

" Heroic rays, 
Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece, 
And fired their fathers in the Colchian days'' ? 

Was he author of the " Iliad" only, or also of the marvellous 
*' Odyssey." How lived he — where died he — and where was 
he buried ? Such questions, often asked, as if at the cloudy 
Ida, where his spirit may be figured as dwelling, have received 
no Batis£Bu;tory reply, and still Stat nominis Umbra. 
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Of Shakspeare we know a little, and only a little, more. 
George Steevens has said, '^ All that is known with any 
degree of certainty concerning Shakspeare is — that he was 
born at Stratford-upon-Avon — married and had children there 
— went to London, where he commenced actor, and wrote 
poems and plays — returned to Stratford, made his will, 
died, and was buried." This is certainly but a meagre 
skeleton of such a wonderful man, and is calculated to excite 
regret and disappointment. We become angry on account 
of our ignorance, although angry we cannot tell rightly with 
whom or what. Was Shakspeare bound to write an autobio- 
graphy for our information ? Or was nature bound to rear a 
Boswell to preserve, in a kind of dripping-pan, the exhaustless 
exuberance of his conversational genius ? Or could his con- 
temporaries be expected to appreciate a man who was " before 
all ages?" Besides, how do we know that his life, were it 
folly detailed, would be so interesting, or that his conversa- 
tion, had it been recorded, would have been so extraordinary ? 
Was he not perhaps a quiet, silent, brooding man — ^no great 
talker — ^none of those who " set the table in a roar," but 
rather 

''A great observer, and who looked 
Quite through the deecbs of men," 

none the less keenly that he looked through them in silence? 
And does not, besides, a kind of ghost-like awe and mystery 
thus gather round that humble player, with the greatest 
mind on earth concealed now under his plain daily dress, and 
now under his tinsel nightly robes, and you feel as if Apollo 
or Mercury had disguised himself as a tapster or a scene- 
shifter? Perhaps, instead of vainly mourning that we know 
80 little of him, we should rather cry out, as we have cried out 
before, ^^ Munificent and modest benefactor, it was thine to 
knock at the door of the human family by night, to throw 
in inestimable wealth, and then, as if thou hadst done a 
guilty thing, to fly, leaving the sound of thy feet dying 
away in the distance as all the tidings thou hast given of 
thyself!" 

Often when we contemplate the mind and history of 
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Edmnnd Burke — the plenitude of bb knowledge, the profound 
wisdom of his iotellect, the vast ken of his imaginative vision, 
the disintereatedneoa of his purpose, and the wide and watch- 
fal eye he kept oa the progress of the human race evety- 
vhere, as well as the righteous and terrible anger which he 
felt at its oppressors — we are reminded leas of a man, than of 
Bome benevolent angel or genie, incarnate in human flesh, for 
the purpose of furthering the great designs of God, and coun- 
teracting the machinations or the infuriated madness of 
infernal beings. In Shokapeare we do not see so clearly any 
deflnite moral purpose, but we see still greater prodigality of 
intellect and genius, and an attitude of thought and a relation 
to the world still more wonderful, and almost unearthly. He 
ia among men, but not of them, although in a sense very 
difTerent from that in which the impatient, reckless, end 
nnhappy spirit of Byron was. Shakapcare stands above all 
men, but still close to them ; knows all of them thoroughly, 
yet pities and loves them intensely ; and is neither an accusing 
spirit nor a protecting genie, but simply a recorder of what 
lie sees, an echo-cliff of what he hears, and is both upon a 
scale of stupendous magnitude. It follows, that his own 
personal character and history are of leas importance. A 
Milton or a Burke striving to overrule public opinion, on 
political, moral, or religious themes, subjects himself to severe 
■crutiny. But not so a mirror-like mind such as that of Shak- 
speare. If mirrors are clear broad reflectors, it becomes of 
little moment whether their frame be covered with " dust o'er- 
gilded," or be of pore and massive gold. 

These remarks may tend somewhat to soothe the disappoint- 
ment BO generally felt by readers in reference to the little that 
centuries of inquiry have been able to collect about the life of 
the " myriad-minded ;" for what proportion could be expected 
between one short hfi and a myriad minds f The one, how- 
ever interesting, could be no measore to, or exponent of, the 
multiplicity of the other. 

William Shakspeare, " man's miracle," was bom in Strat- 
fordnsn-Avon in April 1564. As his baptism took place on 
the 26th, and as one Joseph Green, a clergyman, and master 
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of the grammar school at Stratford, in an extract which he 
made from the register of Shakspeare's baptism^ wrote on the 
margin, " Bom on the 23rd," that is saspected to have been 
the actual date. His father, John Shakspeare, was a burgess 
of the corporation of Stratford. John's great-grandfather is 
supposed to have done good service to Richmond at Bosworth 
field, for which his descendant received two royal grants oi 
lands and tenements in Warwickshire. Hence, perhaps, the 
strong Lancastrian bias to be found in the writings of the 
great dramatist. In 1559, John wedded Mary Arden, the 
descendant of an ancient family in Warwickshire, and who 
had Ijeen left by her father an estate of about sixty acres, 
and a house called Asbies. They were married at Aston- 
Cantlow, and John, taking possession of the estate in right 
of his wife, proceeded to fix his residence in the town oi 
Stratford. 

Much dubiety has rested on the occupation of the poet's 
father. Aubrey declares that he was a butcher, and that 
William in his boyhood practised the same occupation ; but 
adds (as Brummell's valet declared that his master ^^ always 
snored like a gentleman ! ") that the boy when he " killed a 
calf, did it in a high style, and made a speech." Another ac- 
count, transmitted through an old parish-derk, says nothing 
of the " speech " or of the father's trade, but insists that the 
" gentle Willy " was an apprentice to a butcher, till, disgusted 
at the occupation, he ran off to London. Both these accounts 
seem apocryphal ; nor does Howe's story, that John Shakspeare 
was a dealer in wool, and taught his son the same trade, rest 
on any sure foundation. The probability, founded on varioufl 
entries in old registers, is that the father of the poet partly 
lived on his own land, and partly rented ground from others — 
was certainly the proprietor of Asbies — and held, from one Wil- 
liam Clopton, a piece of meadow-ground of fourteen acres^ 
called Ingon, rented at eight pounds, equivalent to fort]/ 
pounds of our present money — ^was, in short, what we would 
now call in Scotland a fitrmer and small laird. 

To John Shakspeare and Mary Arden were bom in succes- 
sion^ first, Joan^ and then Margaret^ both of whom died ii 
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infancy ; then William ; then, two years after, Gilbert ; then a 
second Joan ; then another daughter, Anne, who soon followed 
her first two sisters to the grave ; then Richard ; and finally, 
in 1680, Edmund. "Here, then," says Charles Knight, 
" We find that two sisters of William were removed by death, 
probably before his birth. In two years and a half another son, 
Gilbert, came to be his playmate ; and when he was five years 

old, that most precious gift to a loving boy was granted a 

sister, who grew up with him. Then came another sister, who 
fiided untimely. When he was ten years old, he had another 
brother to lead by the hand into the green meadows. When 
he was grown into youthftJ strength, a boy of sixteen, his 
youngest brother was bom. William, Gilbert, Joan, Richard, 
Edmund, constituted the whole of the family amongst whom 
John Shakspeare was to share his means of existence." Rowe's 
mistake about Shakspeare's family being " ten in all," seems 
to have arisen firom the fact that there was another John 
Shakspeare in Stratford. 

The very house where Shakspeare was bom has been matter 
of controversy. His fiither gradually possessed himself of 
various houses — a copyhold house in Henley Street ; a copy- 
hold house in Greenhill Street; a house on the meadow called 
Ingon, about a mile firom Stratford on the Warwick Road ; 
and two fireehold houses in Henley Street. Tradition, how- 
ever, points somewhat distinctly to one of these latter as the 
house where Shakspeare was bom, and the room is still shown. 
The house is one of the oldest in Stratford, and has passed 
through various changes, becoming latterly a compound of a 
butcher's shop and a public-house. We have beheld with 
reverence several of the birthplaces of poets, such as the 
** auld day biggin' " where the restless ardent eye of Bums 
first saw the light, and the quiet upper room in Bristol where 
Southey first breathed the air. But how much more would 
we prize a sight of that spot where Shakspeare was bora, and 
which is as yet to us a ^' Stratford unvisited," except in ima- 
gination and in hope I Every reader remembers the graceful 
picture given by Washington Irving in his " Sketch-Book" of 
his pilgrimage to the hallowed region. 
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Burns was bom amidst a wild storm of ^' Januar^ wincl^^ 
which^ while it 

" Blew wdcome in on Eobin," 

blew down the humble dwelling, and seemed to shed 

"Ominous conjecture on his whole success." 

Shakspeare, less characteristically, was bom while thepla^e 
which had ravaged all Europe, and especially London, in the 
previous year, was raging in Stratford, and the wail of the 
infant prodigy 

('' You know the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl and cry." — Lear) 

might be almost unheard and unmarked amidst the cries of 
dying babes and of Rachels weeping for their children. This 
marvellous child, however, was sacred from the touch of the 
disease. He must have heard afterwards many fearful parti- 
culars of its ravages ; and although he has nowhere in all his 
writings elaborately or at length painted the pest (what a thing 
he could have made of the plague of Athens, or of the Black 
Death in the middle ages !) yet he has enclosed the whole 
poetry, if not the whole pathos and horror of the plague in the 
lines of Timon — 

''Be as a planetary plague when Jove 
Will o^er game high^ioed city hang kU poison 
In the sick air J* 

Nothing in all the descriptions of pestilence, in the pages 
of Thucydides, Boccaccio, Defoe, Brockden, Brown, Wilson, 
Bhelley, or the author of that most vigorous story in Blacks 
wood for December 1826, entitled "Di Vasari, a Tale of 
the Plague in Florence" — can be compared in intensity of 
power with the above lines, blending as they do the cause and 
the eflFect, the punishment and the crimes together in a gloomy 
harmony, and exhibiting the whole collected darkness of death 
lowering over the doomed city, as one poison-cup drugged by 
the hand of God Himself, and to be drank " without mixture." 

Some biographers of Shakspeare will have it that he was 
lame; and Sir Walter Scott in " Kenilworth," probably from 



WILLIAM SHAKSPBARI. XT 

some secret fellow-feeling^ seems to sanction the notion^ when 
he makes one of his characters call the great dramatist a ^^ halt- 
ing fellow/' The notion is founded on expressions in the 
37th and 89th Sonnets, which some have supposed literal, 
while others believe them to be merely poetically true. At 
all events, his lameness was not so entire as to disqualify him 
from manly exercises, such as riding. It is curious to think 
of the three most popular writers in the English language — 
Shakspeare, Scott, and Byron — being lame, while Milton was 
blind. Pope deformed, and Collins and Cowper deranged, and 
would almost induce us to believe that in bodily and mental 
infirmity, there is a certain spur or stimulus which combines 
with, and powerfully encourages the stirrings of, ambition, and 
the aspirations of genius. Byron, pointing to his forehead, 
Baid, " This, perhaps, sets me above my fellow-men, but that," 
looking to his foot, '^ sets me £Eur, far below them." But, in 
reality, his greatness lay in his foot as well as in his head. 
The consciousness of his deformity stung him into mental 
activity ; and if it added to his misery, it added also to his 
power. The effect of a similar feeling on the far larger and 
more genial spirit of Shakspeare would probably 7>e less 
irritating, but quite as exciting. 

A silly attempt was made in the last century, by tlie fabri- 
cation of a MS., stated to be from the pen of John 
Shakspeare, to palm on the public the belief that Shakspeare's 
father was a Catholic, and that the poet, consequently, was 
brought up in that persuasion. This, however, has been 
shown conclusively to be false. John Shakspeare, in 1568, 
when the poet was four years old, was the chief magistrate of 
Stratford; and no chief magistrate at that period could have 
been a Papist. Every magistrate had to take the oath of 
supremacy on pain of severe punishment. A good deal has 
been said on the religion of Shakspeare; but here, too, consider- 
able uncertainty prevails. In his last will he professes, and 
no doubt sincerely, his belief in God, and his trust in the 
merits of Christ ; but what his special notions on religious 
subjects were, we have difficulty in discovering. The religious 
allusionB in his plays are feW| and are all adapted to the parti- 
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cular characters from whose lips they come. Cassar and Antonj 
talk like heathens. Isabella, in '^Measure for Measure,"^ 
speaks like a Christian. Cardinal Wolsey is a Catholic 
Frospero is a philosopher. None of his plajs come down past 
the era of the Reformation, and he has, consequentlji do 
Protestant heroes. That he was a very devout man we have 
no idea, but the spirit of his plays is far too wide and far too 
human for one who had been nurtured in the contracted and 
withering atmosphere of the Popish Church. 

That Shakspeare, the son of the chief ma^trate of Strat- 
ford, was sent to the grammar school, seems probable 
in the highest degree. There was then a free grammar 
school in the town, taught by Thomas Hunt, curate of the 
neighbouring village of Luddington ; and to it Shakspeare, 
about 1571, seems to have repaired. Hunt was succeeded| a 
few years after, by one Thomas Jenkins. How long Shak- 
speare continued at this school, is known to none; how he 
profited there, is known to the whole world. Yet what 
rubbish has been talked about the ^^ learning of Shakspeare 1 " 
That he was as good a scholar as if he had been trained at 
Eton and Oxford in the nineteenth century, is contended for 
by nobody. But that, as Johnson always said, ^^ he had Latin 
enough to grammatise his English ; " that he had read enough 
at first hand to enable him to enter into the spirit of the 
classical ages, as well as to prepare him to profit by the read- 
ing of translations ; that, in proportion to his day, he was a 
better scholar than Byron, and incomparably better than 
Bums — are conclusions to which a careful perusal of his 
works should bring all. How fine and true all his classical 
allusions I — that, for instance, in the ^^ Midsummer Night's 
Dream," beginning— 

^ I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Crete we bay*d the bear," &c. 

He and John Keats, a far inferior scholar to Shakspeare, 
have alone caught the true poetry of the Pagan mythus. 
Ben Jonson, indeed, said of Shakspeare, that he had little 
Latin, and less Greek ; but Ben, though a real poet, was 
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pedanticallj and conceitedly scholastic ; and we take his jadg- 
ment on Shakspeare's learning as we do Parr's contempt for 
Mackintosh's Greek, cun grano salts. Parr used to say, that, 
were Sir James called up unexpectedly to conjugate riBrfiu, 
he would blush and tremble; and so probably might Shak- 
apeare have been puzzled had Jonson examiaed him on the 
aorist of rvtrrto, and might have even broken down on the 
passive of the verb — on which Bums was somewhat strong— 
Amo, to love ; but no Parr, or Jonson, or Porson, of them all, 
ever could have created a character so true to the Boman type, 
BO classical in costume, language, and bearing, as Coriolanus. 
Greek and Latin to pedants are mere stilts ; to poets like 
Sbakspeare, they are sharp spears. 

Charles Knight has very ingeniously traced the snpposed. 
effect of certain local influences upon the dawning mind of the 
young Sbakspeare. Were there not around him the still waters, 
the green meadows, and the quiet woods of his own beautifiil 
Avon ? Was not the " old historic" town of Warwick near ? 
and Coventry, with Godira still, to the eye of imagination, 
riding, " clothed on with chastity," through the hushed and 
holy streets? Was not Kenilworth Castle — destined to live 
on the page of one only inferior to Sbakspeare himself— with 
its moat, its lake, its memorable revels, when the Queen, bluff 
Harry's manlike daughter, visited it in 1575, revels which, 
perhaps, Sbakspeare witnessed — close at hand? And were 

there not the monastic remains of Evesham, leading away the 

imagination back through long centuries, till 

" Loal on the aerial heights of the Crusades 1 * 

Socb influences would now deeply impress every yoiiDg 
enthusiastic spirit, but Sbakspeare lived in a different age, and 
probably had more pleasure in mingling with the sports of 
the village green, dancing round the Maypole, courting under 
the moonlight shades, or diving in the river, than in the sup- 
posed exercises of romantic imagination. He had boundless 
enthusiasm, but none of what Bynm calls " entusymuey ; " the 
eoorce of his feeling lay deep, and perhaps did not spring up 
kt a very early period of his existence. Nature, and such 
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works of art as were near him, would, daring his early life, be 
silently stamping their images on his mind, but full conscions- 
ness of and command over them were to come afterwards. 
Still we linger as we think of the strange boy-poet, now mix- 
ing in the fervid tumult of the village sports, with all his heart, 
and soul, and mind, and strength ) and anon retiring to his 
solitary walks by the side of the Avon, hearkening to the 

stream, 

** Making music with the enamelled stones ; *' 

or watching the " great thief," the sun, surrounding himself at 

even-tide with skiey hoards of borrowed gold, and the moon 

in silence 

** Her pale fire snatching from the sun ,** 

or listening to the wild-note of the night-wind^ which, sigh- 
ing amidst the sedges, 

''Foretold a tempest and a blustering daj ;** 

or at times when the night-sky was loaded with clouds, and 
the moon had retired as in fear, hearing horrified the steps of 

« Wither'd Murder, 
A]arum*d by his sentinel, the wolf, 
Whose howl 's his watch, thus with his stithy steps, 
With Tarquin*s ravishing strides, towards his design 
Move like a ghost ; " 

or it may be now and then a glorious tmant; straying in rapt 

reverie, till 

"JocondDay 
Stood tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ;** 

and returning, not to sleep, but to plunge into day-dreams 
more fanciful and more delicious still. If such experience 
was his, fragments and portions of it may have reappeared in 
the immortal lines we have now quoted ; but our, as well as 
Charles Knight's, pictmre of his early days, is one of the 
thousand-and-one Midsummer Night's Dreams about Shak- 
speare, the verification of all which is in this earth for ever 
impossible. 

It were of more interest and importance to know when 
Shakspeare came in contact with the stage, a region to which 
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he probably looked at first as to a heaven above him^ while 
for a oentoij or two it has looked up to him as to its genius 
and tutelar god. We are told of pantomimes and other 
soenical doings in Kenilworth and in Stratford during his 
boyhood, which maj have directed his ambition toward a 
place whichy to the eyes of the young, seems an elevation 
above common life, as real as that of a mountain over a flat 
plain, although in reality it is only such an elevation as a 
cloud exhibits behind a mountain, the shape of which it 
mimics, transmitting it into aerial statuary, as frail and &lse 
as it is beautiful. We suspect, however, that it was not in 
the countiy, but only after he reached the metropoliB, that the 
glories, real or apparent, of the stage, produced their fiill 
effect on Shakspeare's imagination. 

How singular, we may here notice, that on the stage — a 
place far (rom sacred, scarcely even respectable — ^the Author 
of Nature let down his most gifted and wide-minded child, 
and that in an atmosphere usually accounted polluted this 
marvellous spirit had to live, and move, and have his being 
for so many years I Some have thought that this has, in a 
measure, consecrated the stage. We wonder, on the other hand, 
that it did not {sly more degrade and desecrate Shakspeare. It 
is a proof of the healthiness of his moral instincts, the sound- 
ness of his judgment, and the amazing width of his sym- 
pathies, that such a long connexion with such an element 
produced no permanent injury on Shakspeare's character. 
And whatever minor evil influences might have lighted on 
him, soon, 

<* Like dew-drops, from the lion's mane. 
Were shook to air ; " 

and the strong genial man went on his own way, and did his 
own work, and returned to his own noble idiosyncrasy. 

Every one has heard of Shakspeare's deer-stealing — another 
of the many myths which have so clustered round his history, 
that our wonder is that no sceptical person has written " Historic 
Doubts" as to the existence of Shakspeare. Indeed, the tale of 
tbe wild young poet breaking into Charlcote-park, stealing 
Sir Thomas Lucy's deer, getting prosecuted by the offended 
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knighty and avenging himself by affixing a satirical ballad on 
the gatei is so bound up with our thoughts and oar earlj 
readings about Shakspeare, with our recollections of the plot 
of the " Merry Wives of Windsor," and so on, that we are 
sorry to be delivered from the illusion ; and, like the prisoner 
of Chillon, 

^ Begain our freedom with a sigh.** 

And yet there is reason to believe that the story is altogether 
a fable, and that Shakspeare was never a worshipper of Mercniy, 
the god of thieves, aldiough the chief favourite of Apollo, the 
god of poets. In his day, indeed, deer-hunting was not 
counted a great offence — ^no greater than bird-nesting is now — 
and it is extremely unlikely that Sir Thomas Lucy, who was 
member for the county, and on friendly terms with Shakspeare's 
relatives, should have prosecuted the poet so severely as to 
make him flee the country. So that Shakspeare's deer-stealing, 
with Surrey's journey to Italy, and many other marvels in the 
history of the past, must, as Scott says of second-sight, ^' be 
abandoned to the purposes of poetry." Yet " As You Like It" 
seems to prove that its author was early &miliar with the 
intricate beauties of forest sceneiy, and acquainted with the 
habitudes of the ^^ poor dappled fools," the ^^ native burghers 
of the desert city" of the woods. 

Somewhat inconsistently with this story about deer-stealing, 
it is held by Malone that our young poet was several yean 
in an attorney's office, and we suspect Walter Scott must 
have applauded the theory that Shakspeare, like himself, was 
a gigantic (and lame) ^^limb of the law." Of this, however, 
beyond the use of a number of law terms, which intercourse 
with Templars in London might have taught him, there is no 
evidence. Hundreds of legal documents connected with the 
place and the period have been examined, but the immortal 
name, " William Shakspeare," occurs in none. 

At an early age — ere he was nineteen — he married Ann Hath- 
away, daughter of John Hathaway, of Shottery, near Strat- 
ford. Hathaway was a substantial yeoman, and his daughter 
was seven years older than the poet. This was in 1582. A 
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great deal of malignant and meretricious nonsense has been 
nttered about Sbakspeare's marriage and wedded life. Some 
Bay that he married so soon because he was compelled to do 
80 in order to vindicate the lady's fair fame. Others saj he 
was unhappy with his wife, because^ firstly^ she was older than 
he ; because^ secondly^ he only left her in his will ^^his second 
best bed ;" because, thirdly, all poets are or should be unhappy 
in their domestic connexions ; we wonder they did not add, 
because, fourthly, he was married in the month of November, 
which, next to May, superstition has tabooed as an unlucky 
month for the nuptial ceremony. Such are specimens of the 
silly and gossipping manner in which some parts of Sbakspeare's 
life have been treated by persons who were, no doubt, disap- 
pointed because they found no mention of the name '^ Shak- 
speare" in the records of Doctors' Commons, and could never 
forgive him because he died in his wife's arms. Anne Hath- 
away appears to have been a suitable match to him in degree, 
in substance, and in external appearance, and probably made 
him happier than Lady Jane Grey with all her Greek, or 
Madame de Stael with all her German, would have done. 
That at one period of his life he fell into errors and estrange- 
ments has been argued doubtfully from the Sonnets; but 
whatever these errors were, they seem to have passed away 
long before, at Stratford, he surrendered his spirit to its 
Creator. That he was compelled to marry her is proved to 
be fSftlse, and the statement is founded on a confusion of mar- 
liage with the then common practice of previous betrothal 
before witnesses. 

How, why, and when this supreme spirit first visited Lon- 
don, are questions which have puzzled all his biographers and 
commentators extremely. The common cry about his journey 
there used to be ^^ stole away," some saying from a butcher's 
^op, others from an attorney's office, others from a broken 
deer park, and others from a scolding or snarling wife I It 
appears now, however, that all these theories are incredible, 
and that Sbakspeare's visit to London was not a flight, nor a 
desertion, but a voluntary emigration. In the baptismal re- 
gister of Stratford, for May 1583, we find the mention of the 
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baptism of Susanna^ eldest child of the poet. Two years after, 
the baptism of Harriet and Judith Shakspeare is recorded. It 
follows from this that his wife continaed to reside in Stratford. 
On the other hand, we discover no trace of him in the records 
of Coart-leet, Bailiff's court, or Commonhall. This might, 
however, have been because he was a minor ; but even after 
he became of age, there is still no mention of his name. 
It is inferred, therefore, that he left Stratford for London at or 
about the termination of his minority — i.e. in the year 1585 ; 
and as he continued to return there every year, it is evident 
that he had gone to push his fortune for the sake of his family, 
whom probably he brought to reside with him as soon as he 
could. On repairing to London, he seems immediately to have 
connected himself with the theatres. The well-known storv 
of his holding horses at the door of the theatre is another of 
those fables which have yielded to the stem research of later 
times. An ingenious writer in BlacJcioood has finely described 
the supposed effects of the first siglit of a London theatre on 
the enthusiastic mind of the poet. Shakspeare thus speaks, ^^ I 
remember when I first came to London, and began to be a 
hanger-on at the theatres, a great desire grew on me for more 
learning than had fallen to my share at Stratford, but fickle- 
ness and impatience, and the bewilderment caused by new 
objects, dispersed that wish into empty air. Ah ! my lord 
[Bacon], you cannot conceive what a strange thing it was for 
so impressible a rustic to find himself turned loose in the midst 
of Babel. My faculties wrought to such a degree that I was 
in a dream all day long. My bent was not then toward 
comedy, for most objects seemed noble and of much considera- 
tion. The music at the theatre ravished my young heart, and, 
amidst the goodly company of spectators, I beheld afar off, 
with dazzled sight, beauties who seemed to outparagon Cleo- 
patra of Egypt. Some of these primitive fooleries were after- 
wards woven into Romeo and Juliet." 

Extreme obscurity rests on many questions connected with 
Shakspeare's early life in London — such as whether he com- 
menced his connexion with the stage as an actor or a play- 
writer ; and how it was that he became so soon as 1589 a 
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ftlitzeholder in Blackfriars' theatre. Certain it is that he had 
ynnod a oompany of actors very soon after he reached the 
metiopolis, and that in Blackfriars' theatre, which was little 
tbe than an enclosed yard with a roof, his first plays were 
•etfid. In 1588, Shakspeare i^pears to have been in London, 
ahhimgh whether his wife and £imily had as yet joined him 
there is uncertain. This was a great year in the history of the 
cwmtry — the year of the Armada — a year the stirring inci- 
dents of which must have deeply affected our poet's imagina- 
ti(XH-a jear when for a season there was but one heart in 
England, and when round the figure of the British Lion, as, in 
the Ungoage of the poet of ^^The Armada," 

* TIm parting breeze of eve unroll*d that banner's massive fold, 
TIm parting gleam of sunshine kiss'd that haughty scroll of gold,** 

tbere rallied a nation of lion-faced men, who, even had the 
E^mish fleet not been broken by the winds of heayen, would 
luTe loUed back invasion, as the chalky cliffs rolled back 
the wayes of the Channel. In the year when Napoleon 
intended to invade Britain, we were only tlireatened by one 
fce— Despotism ; but in 1588, Superstition and Slavery 
hid combined their forces, and how high the heart of 
tkc author of " Henry V." must have beat as he watched 
^ grim unity of defiance which had bound together all 
claaaes of men against the common foe, and the wild en* 
tkosiism which the tidings of their destruction spread over 
tbeland. 

In 1589, the contest between the English Church and the 
I^nitans was running high ; and as the stage had abused its 
pHTilege by introducing matters connected with religion and 
politics, a commission was appointed to inquire what com- 
plies of actors had offended. On this occasion, the sharers 
m the Blackfiriars' playhouse drew out a document defending 
^l^emselves. This valuable paper was found at Bridgewater- 
boQse, by Mr CoUyer, and there we find among the share- 
lK>ldei8 Uie name, ^^ William Shakspeare." This is important, 
tt proving that the poet was already a man of property and 
consideration in his own sphere. 
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In 1591 appeared some verses by Spenser, entitled '' The 
Tears of the Muses," in which, while deploring the decay of 
the stage, he praises certain comedies so highly, that some 
have supposed him to allude to Shakspeare, and have inferred 
that Shakspeare had then produced some of his plays. In these 
verses Spenser calls his great contemporary — 

<' He, the man whom Nature's self had made 
To mock herself, and Truth to imitate." 

What a beautiful idea that of Nature wishing to hear the 
reduplication of her own voice, and creating Shakspeare as 
her everlasting echo I It is the first and the finest compliment 
ever paid to our poet. 

In 1592 and 1593, England was much afflicted by the 
plague — ^the theatres were shut, and Shakspeare is supposed to 
have retired to Sti-atford. How he spent his time there we 
know not, but may conjecture him reading and laying in stores 
for the exigencies of future labours, or sketching out the plan 
of some of his mighty dramas. Up to this time, it is supposed 
that he had written " Pericles," the second and third parts of 
^* Henry VI.," and the "Two Gentlemen of Verona." He also 
this year published and dedicated to Lord Southampton his 
** Venus and Adonis." 

A clear field for the exercise of his powers was now left him 
by the removal of his two most formidable rivals — Robert 
Greene and Christopher Marlowe. Both were gifted, but im- 
prudent and licentious men. Marlowe was incomparably the 
higher of the two in genius. Every one has heard of his 
" mighty line," his " raptures, all air and fire," of what Hazlitt 
calls his " lust of power, and hunger and thirst after unright- 
eousness," his noble although imperfect play of " Dr Faustus," 
and his melancholy end : he was stabbed to death in a low 
tavern brawl. Greene, in a pamphlet written immediately be- 
fore his death, insulted both Marlowe and Shakspeare ; accus- 
ing the one of being an atheist, and the other of " borrowing 
feathers fi:om his wing." — To this, Shakspeare deigned no reply, 
but seems to express his forgiveness to the poor unfortunate in 
the " Midsummer Night's Dream," where he describes 
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* The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 
Of learning late deceased in beggary." 

In the end of 1593^ the theatres were re-opcned^ and Shakspeare 
muB summoned from the conntrj to resume his labours. lu 
the midst of these he published his ^^ Rape of Lucrece/' and 
dedicated it^ as he had done the ^^ Venus and Adonis/' to Lord 
Southampton, between whom and the poet acquaintance had 
xapidly ripened into intimate firiendship. This young lord 
seems to have been fond of attending tlie theatres, and had 
there met with Shakspeare. He appreciated his genius, and 
became his munificent patron, on one occasion, it is said, 
giring him a thousand poundB to enable him to complete a 
poichase. Whether this sum was or was not given bj the 
pttion, it does not seem to have been absolutely required by 
the poet. His property in the theatre had been steadily 
growing in value. We have seen him, in 1689, a proprietor 
m Blickfriars' theatre. Ere four years had passed, the company 
wiB 80 prosperous that another theatre, the Globe, required to 
be built ; and in a year or two afterwards, they repaired and 
eztended the original building. Hence our poet was enabled, 
in 1597, to purchase a tenement in Stratford, called the " New 
Place"— the best house at the time in his native town, and 
which he probably bought with the view of an early retreat 
from his profession. The next year we find one llichard 
Qainey seeking to borrow from him thirty pounds — a sure 
evidence that he was known to be in good circumstances. 
Altogether, next to Shakspeare's genius, his care and caution 
in the management of his temporal afiairs strike us as most 
remarkable; and had other literary men, along with a 
twentieth part of his genius, possessed a tithe of his prudence, 
the half of Disraeli's " Calamities of Authors," and the whole 
rf Emerson's essay on "Prudence" would have remained 
imwritten. Parsimonious, miserly, speculative in money- 
matters, we cannot conceive Shakspeare to have been ; but he 
hated a debt as he hated a dulness, he feared a dungeon as 
he feared a condemned play, and was actuated — with a far 
happier result — by the same noble spirit which made Burns 

indite the stanza — 

d 
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" Not for to hide it in a hedge, 
Or for a train attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent.** 

What poor creatures a Steele^ a Savage, a Macgimiy or 
an Edgar Poe— skulking before their creditors, trembling at 
every postman's knock, and throwing piles of unopened 
letters into the fire — seem, compared to the greatest of their 
tribe — the truly "wise" as well as "gentle" and superla- 
tively gifted "Willy I" Many literary men indeed have, 
owing to uncontrollable circumstances and misfortunes, been 
plunged into pecuniary embarrassments at which their honour- 
able pride has revolted ; but perhaps the majority have been 
chiefly to blame themselves. 

Shakspeare, like all poets, loved his birthplace, but, unlike 
many poets, he enjoyed frequent opportunities of visiting it 
Dante lived latterly and died far from Florence. Byron 
lived for eight years and died far from England, and from 
the date of boyhood never saw again the beautiful granite 
streets of Aberdeen or the blue hills of Braemar. Shelley 
died in the arms of the Italian sea, not in his native Sussex 
or in his adopted Marlowe. Coleridge expired in Hampsteadi 
and had not for a long period been near that 

" Dear native brook, wild streamlet of the west^** 

which he had apostrophised so tenderly. Bums, although he 
sung 

'^ Of a* the airts the wind can blaw, 
I dearly like the west^ 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 
The lassie I lo'e best^** 

for years ere his departure had not seen a leaf of the woods, 
or heard one murmur of the streams of Coila. But Shakspeare, 
it is said, visited his birthplace once a-year ; the distance was 
indeed only ninety-three miles from London, but that, in 
those days, was equivalent to thrice the number now. He 
was there certainly at the burial of his only son, Hamnet, a 
child of eleven years, in 1596. He was there in 1607, when 
his eldest daughter, Susanna, a girl witty above her sex, 
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a true Shakspeare^ was married to John Hall, a physician — 
was there for the last years of his life — and there he died. 
His imagination and affections seem never to have strayed 
£x>m Stratford ; and even while in London, he constantly saw 

** A river flow down the vale of Cheapside "— 

it was the Avon ; and woods clustering up the declivity of 
Ludgate Hill — they were the dear old woods of Charl- 
cote. 

Queen Elizabeth had shown him many marks of favour, 
and had, according to the traditional story, encouraged him 
to write the " Merry Wives," and to show Falstaff in love. 
James I., on his accession to the throne, continued the patron- 
age, and granted to Shakspeare and his fellow-shareholders a 
special licence to prosecute their trade in all parts of the 
kingdom. Shakspeare seems to have frequently acted before 
James, and his plays were special favourites. In 1597 he 
had commenced the separate publication of his plays, and 
continued this practice till 1600, publishing in this way — 
"Richard II.," "Richard HI.," "Love's Labour's Lost," 
" Henry IV.," " Romeo and Juliet," " The Merchant of 
Venice," " A Midsummer Night's Dream," and " Much Ado 
About Nothing," but with the last the series stopped for the 
time. 

In 1601 he lost his father. In the same year it is supposed 
that, with a company of players, he visited Scotland — went as 
far north as Aberdeen, and collected materials for " Macbeth." 
The evidence for this is not very strong, but we are very 
much inclined to believe it, and fondly dream that he drew 
the " blasted heath," the ^* castle with its pleasant seat," and 
the " martlet's loved mansionry " from actual realities. It is 
intolerable to suppose that the greatest of poets never saw a 
real mountain, and yet there is no evidence that, unless in 
this journey to Scotland, he ever did. 

In 1602, he gave £320 for one hundred and seven acres of 
land, which he attached to his property in the New Place ; 
and in 1605 he purchased a moiety of the great and small 
tithes of Stratford for the sum of JC440. He had been even 
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before this acting the part of a regular farmer there^ selling 
malt, and prosecuting for debts contracted in com. Edmund 
Burke, the Shakspeare of statesmen, was as great amongst the 
turnips and hajricks of Beaconsfield as on the floor of St 
Stephen's ; and Shakspeare could walk in from a sale of malt, 
and sit down to write the caldron scene in "Macbeth." 
When not at his farm himself, he had his brother Gilbert as 
his representative. Bichard, another brother, was also 
resident in Stratford, where he died a year before the poet 
His youngest brother, Edmund, had become^ under William^ 
a player in London, and died in 1607. 

In 1608, there is evidence, from a case of jurisdiction in 
reference to the playhouse, which came on before Lord Chan- 
cellor Ellesmere, that Shakspeare had become the chief pro- 
prietor, next to Bichard Burbage, of the Blackfriars' theatre. 
His income, from that source alone, amounted to at least two 
hundred pounds. He derived a similar sum from the Globe. 
Altogether, he was worth four or five hundred a-year, which 
some reckon equivalent to five or six times the value in our 
present money (to £3000) ; so that if this be true, Shakspeare, 
next to Scott, Bogers, and Byron, must have been the richest 
of recorded poets. 

In 1609, he published that strange book " The Sonnets," 
some of which had been written as early as 1598. We have 
something to say afterwards on their poetical merit. To 
discuss the many questions connected with their chjectj or 
objects, would exhaust a volume. Some have supposed them 
addressed to a male, and that male has been vainly sought in 
the Earl of Southampton, the Earl of Pembroke, one W. 
Hughes, and (credat Judceus I) Queen Elizabeth, transformed 
for the nonce into a man. Some have supposed them ad- 
dressed to a beautiful dissolute female, with whom Shakspeare 
was, it is said, infatuatedly in love. This theory is, we have 
reason to know, very ably supported in an unpublished treatise 
by an eminent Scotchman, a professor of literature in London. 
(We trust, whatever be its efiect on Shakspeare's reputation, 
that this essay will yet be given to the world.) Some have 
thought these Sonnets are arranged according to a definite. 
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although shadowy^ plan^ while others maintain that they are 
quite disjointed and fragmentary; some that they are all 
aiddressed to one individual; and others that they are addressed 
to various persons ; some that they are substantially real, and 
others that they are entirely fictitious. We incline, so far as 
OTu: present light goes, to that theory which would save Shak- 
speare's character^ although at the expense of the artistic 
coherence of his Sonnets. These seem the records of a vast 
number of moods, some his own, and some assumed, which 
have been thrown at haphazard, and without any order, as if 
into a common receptacle ; and they constitute when taken out 
and read a mere chaos — although it be a chaos of interest and 
poetic beauty. It is most singular how the mystery, which 
more or less shrouds Shakspeare's entire history, should have 
intensified into a very blackness of darkness over the only 
work of his which partakes of an autobiographical character. 
This much we gather from them — as indeed the perusal of 
some of his plays might have also taught us — that although 
our poet's career outwardly was quiet and successful, there 
were strange experiences, dark trials, Hecla springs of passion, 
chagrin, and disappointment, working wildly under the smooth 
surface, and forcing at times a convulsive and terrible outlet. 
Under the bosom of the " Grentle Willy," as under the green 
earth, his "mighty mother," there lay many fearful and 
unsounded abysses and seas of central flame. 

Yet few men, on the whole, seem to have enjoyed life better 
than our poet. He is said to have been in general sociable, 
irank, warm-hearted, and witty ; and at the Mermaid Club— 
a club instituted by Sir Walter Kaleigh — he, Jonson, Beau- 
mont, Fletcher, and other famous men of the time, engaged in 
wit contests of the most brilliant and memorable kind. Fuller, 
who witnessed them, compares Ben Jonson to a great Spanish 
galleon, filled with a richer freight of learning, and more solid, 
but slower in his performances ; while Shakspeare was an Eng- 
lish man-of-war, lesser in bulk but lighter in sailing, and better 
at tacking about and taking advantage of all winds. Between 
these two wits, contrary to what used to be the common opinion, 
there seems to have existed a good feeling. As with Scott and 
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Byron, and also with Wordsworth and Southey, while minor 
writers were envying and maligning, biting and devouring 
one another, they felt themselves so far superior to all the rest^ 
as to entertain no jealousy or rivalship among themselves. 
It is the fierce fires of quite a lower region of the atmosphere 
which contest superiority, and rend the clouds in lightning ; 
the stars, serene above the thunder-storm, smile to each other 
across the gulphs of space, and exchange nothing but glances 
of emulous and everlasting love. 

To Stratford, at last, Shakspeare determined to retire. He 
had laid past an ample provision for probably the remaining 
part of his life. He was sick of the stage. He had never much 
liked or enjoyed much success in the work of the mere actor : 
here, as Scott in speech making, Biurke in verse writing, and 
Byron in parliamentary oratory, Shakspeare was only a common 
man, and seems to have generally enacted secondary charactersi 
such as the Ghost in ^^ Hamlet,'' and the Old Adam in ^^ As 
You Like It." His heart, too, we have seen, was always in his 
native town, and there now was his treasure also. It is gene« 
rally said that he did not retire till 1618, and that he spent 
three years of perfect leisure amongst his native woods and 
dales. Others, however,- have maintained that he withdrew 
himself from London in 1604, although he continued to write 
two plays each year for the stage, and reaped the profits 
accordingly. These plays are supposed to have been — " Lear," 
^ Macbeth," " Timon of Athens," « Troilus and Cressida," 
"Cymbeline," "The Winter's Tale," "The Tempest," 
"Henry VHL," "Coriolanus," " JuUus C»sar," "Antony and 
Cleopatra," precisely the most powerful, varied, and matured 
of all his productions. 

Supposing this to be the true history of his later years, how 
interesting ! Our poet, in the very prime of life, just forty 
years of age, with few gray hairs, and with many laurels on 
his head — happy in his family — wealthy in his circumstances, 
leaves London without a sigh for his native town, canying 
with him at the same time the most glorious literary projects 
as work for the maturity of his manhood. He sits quietly 
down in his house called New Place — he overlooks his fields — 
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Ue plants his famous molbeny-tree — he revisits all the haunts 

q( bis bojhood — ^he is found at one time presiding over his 

letpers, again frequenting the sales of com and of malt^ and 

UKm attending the meetings of the magistrates of the little 

town— and in the eyenings^ according to his mood, he either 

bin to the ale-house and smokes his pipe and drinks his pot, 

tad enjoys the humours of the Dogberries or the Slenders of 

die place, or when the spirit of inspiration is felt hovering 

near him, he shuts himself up in his chamber, and is heard, 

DOW in tragic tones uttering aloud the words in Lear — 

^ Te Heavens^ if je do love old men^ 
If ye yauridvei are cldy 
Avenge me of my dau^ters,** 

md now laughing '^ wild laughters three,'' as he cries with the 
canning Autoljcus in the Winter's Tale, " Oh, that I had 
Mrer been bom ! " or sings to himself that immortal pedlar's 
iumitiblc doggrel — 

« Masks for faces and for noses,** &o. 

One day (it is mythically supposed by an ingenious writer) he 
is bilions, probably after a field-night with some of the Toby 
Selcbes of the town, and cannot write a bit. A Euphuist of his 
soqnaintance has just called, and the poet confesses his plight, 
ttd proposes to remedy it by swallowing a pill. " What ! " 
exclaims the Euphuist, ^^ make the Swan of Avon dependent 
upon a drug. Insult to the immortal soul to suppose that 
Wight so basely material is needed to clear its divine eye- 
fight, or to quicken its heavenward flight ! " "Nevertheless," 
Rjoins Shakspeare, tapping the shoulder of his enthusiastic 
fiicnd, " we'll try the pill ; " and that very night the fiair 
tthuid of Miranda, the loveliest of all human imaginations, 
appears on his page, and glorifies it £eu: more than if a shower 
of lairy gold had dropped on it from above. News, too, are 
ever and anon reaching him from the far city of the great 
triomphs of his other and his other new play ; and his heart 
within him is glad. Occasional trips to London diversify his 
fife, and thus, smoothly on the whole, glide away the last 
^ghtful years of this greatest of the sons of men. 



XXXil THE LIFE AND POETRY OF 

Some calamities^ indeed, there are to darken this bright 
tissue. In 1608 his good old mother died, and in 1613 his 
brother Bichard. A fire in 1614 breaks out in the town, does 
great damage, and must excite Shakspeare^s keen commisersr 
tion. He is found at this time busy about a project for the 
enclosure of the common fields of Stratford, and is consulted 
on that and other matters as the most public-spirited man in 
the town. 

The year 1616 opens brightly with our poet. On the 10th 
of February, the bells of Stratford ring at the news of the 
marriage of his younger daughter, Judith, to Thomas Quiney. 
About this time, whether having a view to this marriage, or 
feeling some presentiments of approaching death, he draws 
out his last will, a copy of which is subjoined to this as to all 
former lives of Shakspeare. In this he has been thought to 
use his wife scandalously, " cutting her off not with a shillingi 
but with an old bed."^ But Knight has conclusively shown 
that she was otherwise and amply provided for, by the clear 
operation of the English law, having a life-interest of a third 
in her husband's houses, garden, and lands. 

But now even the door of William Shakspeare must tremble 
at the knock of the postman of the Black Biver. The Myriad- 
minded who " exhausted worlds, and then imagined new" — ^who 
dealt with human life as a Creator, with the human heart as an 
angelic Witness — whose eye, if we dare use the expression, had 
run like a flame of fire through all the earth — Shakspeare must 
become a little lump of dust, as though a star were to be dis- 
solved into a few dead ashes, the sport of every wind I And 
how died that mighty being ? What was the mode of the 
" exit " of this Prince of Dramatists, and of men ? It was, 
some think, in the character of Bardolph I A vicar of Strat- 
ford, WTiting forty-six years after, asserts that Shakspeare died 
of a fever contracted by a merry meeting held between him, 
Drayton, and Ben Jonson. Let us cling, however, to the hope 
that this story is one of the ten thousand floating lies told of 
celebrated men, and that with his heart, not overcharged with 
rioting and drunkenness, but in the full possession of his 
mighty faculties, and with all that humble reliance upon Christ, 
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which hU will expresses, he (as Johnson so earnestly wished 
to do) " snrtendercd his sool to God, nnclonded," and was 
accepted in the Beloved. It is a solemn, yet a cheering thonght, 
that all men, even a Shakspeare, must enter into life by the 
one narrow way; that there is no royal rood to heaven; and 
that as Moses had to take off his shoes in approaching the 
burning hnsh, as imperatively as hod he been the veriest 
slave, so a Shakspeare must resign all his splendid facnltieSj 
and cast aside the magical buskins of his unparalleled art, and 
either as a little child enter the kingdom of God, or remain 
without Cordially do we join with Charles Knight in tmat- 
ing that " the closing scene was full of tranquillity and hope." 
It took place on the 23d of April 1616. He was fifty-three 
years of age. He died, it is supposed, on his birthday, and 
was buried, on the 25tb of the month, in the north side of the 
great church in Stratford. The epitaph on his grave — the 
kind of monument erected over his ashes — the fate of his 
&mily — the history of his works — and his singularly majes- 
tic personal presence are all too &miliar to all his readers to 
leqnire any record here. 

We have not left ourselves room for much criticism. On 
the general characteristics of his genius, or on his dramatic 
works, we are not called to enter, and surely the omission 
may be pardoned. But a few remarks will be permitted on 
the special question — how far are his leading qualities exhibited 
in bis poems properly so called. 

These principal faculties may be classed as universality, im- 
personally, imagination, wit, humour, and a knowledge of the 
springs of human action absolutely boundless. How are these 
displayed in Shokspeare's poetry ? As the ocean is displayed in 
a littlecreek,andasthe sun in a wave of water, they are there; 
but there, diminished in size and lessened in force and lustre. 
The " Venus and Adonis," "Lucrece," and the " Sonnets," bear 
acertain proportion to Shakspeare's general powers, and to his 
greater achievements ; bnt not a proportion nearly so large as 
d»t between the "Comna" and "Lycidas" of Milton and 
bis "Paradise Lost." Indeed, we fear that but for the popu- 
buity of his plays, his poetry had ere this been known 
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only as that of Qoarles, Crashaw^ and Donne is now known* 
Fpr Shakspeare's peculiar gift of nniversalitjy the power of 
wide^ total, and catholic vLsion, there was little scope in small 
love poems, although glimpses of it appear particularly in tbe 
" Sonnets." Impersonality, the purely dramatic power — ths 
power by which ^^ his spirit loses its own selfish beings and 
becomes a mighty organ through which Nature gives ntteranoe 
to the full diapason of her notes," and which Scott has finely 
compared to the power of the Arabian magician, of shooting 
his soul into different bodies, is visible especially in his '^Yenns 
and Adonis," where, says Coleridge, ^^ it is as if a superior 
spirit, more intuitive, more intimately conscious, even than the 
characters themselves, not only of every outward look and 
act, but of the flux and reflux of the mind in all its subtlest 
thoughts and feelings, were placing the whole before our view." 
Coleridge adds, that this spirit is " meanwhile unparticipaiing 
in the passions." This we venture to doubt That Shak- 
speare, indeed, participated to the fuU in the passions he imper- 
sonated, is impossible, else he must have been at one time, as 
mad as Lear; again, as jealous as Othello; and at a third, as 
cruel as Escalus, in ^^ Measure for Measure ;" but that he pre- 
served a thorough calm and neutrality of spirit, amidst all the 
fieiy bursts of love, anger, grief, insanity, ambition, and de- 
spair, which his pen was inscribing, we cannot believe. How 
could he be calm, while recording those awful howls of Othello^ 
" O, O, ! " or those reeling words of Lear — 

" Darkness and devils, saddle my horses ! 
Call my train together !** 

This were to make him either more or less, or something dif- 
ferent firom men, either a god or a demon, or a cool statues- 
que artist like Goethe, who seems a compound of the demon 
and the god, with very little of the man. But Shakspeare was 
intensely human; and without ascribing to him the volcanic 
heat and turbulence of a Byron, in his depiction of the human 
heart, we do ascribe to him a warm and strong sympathy with 
the very fiercest and most incontroUable of all the passions 
which he drew. Goethe paints as if the world and all its in- 
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talnUnts were dead^ and their blood and bones transformed 

voto boxes of colours for his palette. Shakspeare draws froip 

YmDg fignreSi and with fingers that often tremble, a heart 

ikit often palpitates, and a brow that often flashes as he pro- 

Wit and humour were out of the plan of his poems ; but 
efeij page sparkles with that peculiar kind of imagination 
wUch not only sees images in series, but as forming a whole 
eouentaneous picture, where, as in nature, eveiy atom is a 
litde, and eyerj sun a large whole, and which not only des- 
cries general and obvious, but subtle and secret anidogies. 
How fine such passages as 

" Fun gently now she takes him by the hand, 
A hly prisoned in a gaol of snow.** 

* Or ivory in an alabaster band." 

* The ornament of beauty is suspect^ 

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.* 

''Full many a glorious morning have I seen^ 
Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye." 

« EiKnng with golden &oe the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchjmy." 

His boundless knowledge of the human heart is conspicuous 
in the whole management of the passions of all the poems, as 
wdl as in those delicate " asides," which seem to slip uncon- 
scioDsly from his lips — ^those little traits which slide in as from 
some supernal hand on the canvas, and are as strange to the 
srtist as to the spectators. Such Shakspearian touches aboimd 
especially in that otherwise crabbed and quaint production the 
"Bape of Lucrece." 

"Venus and Adonis" must ever be admired for the ex- 
qnisite linked melody of its verse, which reminds you of the 
wiving of the wings of a swan of Iicda, or of one of the doves 
of the Cyprian goddess herself, and for its numerous and vivid 
natural descriptions, some of them too natural, it must be con- 
fessed; and the "Rape of Lucrece," "A Lover's Complaint," 
&C., are remarkable for the rich Shakspearian matter; the 
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precious gems which the dross of their obsolete language seeb 
to conceal. But it is over the Sonnets that the poetical reader 
is likelj to linger with special fondness and special provoca- 
tion, as over enigmas, written indeed in golden characterS| but 
written in an unknown tongue ; and which, although ap- 
parently intended to cast light on the history, do, in realitji 
only reveal new riches in the genius and new mysteries in tihe 
personal experience of the poet. 

We have said before that we have been able to form no 
definite opinion as to the various moot-points with regard to 
the realitv or unreality of these Sonnets, or as to the occasion, 
of their being written. We would advise their readers to dis- 
miss all theories on these subjects fix)m their thoughts, and 
to listen to Shakspeare in his Sonnets as they might to a bird 

in a spring morning 

" Pouring her full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art^** 

without caring to know what passions are beating in her little 
bosom, and prompting her liquid melody ; or, as Wordsworth 
describes himself listening to the unknown Gaelic song of the 
solitary Highland reaper in the field. Let them admire the 
Sonnets for the exquisite beauty of their imagery, which 
appears in more lavish abundance than even in his dramas — 
for the melody of their versification, a melody unparalleled for 
its compass, variety, and richness, and which seems to com- 
bine 

«A11 harmonies 
Of the plains and of the sides. 
Of the forests and the mountains. 
And the many-voiced fountains ; 
The clearest echoes of the hills, 
The softest notes of falling rills ; 
The melodies of birds and bees, 
The murmuring of summer seas ; 
And pattering rain, and breathing dew, 
And airs of evening ; and it knew 
Thai seldom-heard mysterious sound. 
Which, driven on its diurnal roimd, 
As it floats through boundless day. 
The world enkindles on its way," 
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the blended power and sweetness of its language; which 

ifKinbles now a stream of honey, and now a strong, dear 

TOcr — and for the conviction which they force upon us, that 

SkakBpeare, with all his transcendent powers, had his weak- 

mcfly his chagrins, his jealousies, and his melancholies as 

idl as other men — and thus teach us the frailtj of man, ^' the 

1^ and the nothing of a name," and that there is some- 

Aing more needed for the happiness and peace of the heart 

fttn intellect or genius. 



SHAKSPEAEE'S WILL. 

' Ticmmo quirUo die Martiiy Anno Begni Domini nostri Jacohi nunc 
Begit Anglict^ Sc. decimo quarto , et ScoticB quadragesimo nono. 
Asm Domini 1616. 

'In the name of God, Amen. I, William Shakspeare, of Stratford- 
vpofi-Avon, in the coimty of Warwick, gent., in perfect health and 
■aaoiy, (Qod be praised !) do make and ordain this my last will and 
tsUiDent in manner and form following ; that is to say : 

* FirM, I commend my soul into the hands of God my creator, hoping, 
tti aflBoiedly believing, through the only merits of Jesus Christ my 
Sinoor, to be made partaker of life everlasting ; and my body to the 
cvth whereof it is made. 

'/(em, I give and bequeath imto my daughter Judith one hundred and 
^ pounds of lawful English money, to be paid unto her in manner and 
fcna following ; that is to say, one hundred pounds in discharge of her 
■ttriage portion within one year after my decease, with consideration 
ifter the rate of two shillings in the pound for so long time as the same 
ihill he unpaid unto her after my decease ; and the fifty pounds residue 
ti^OBo^ upon her surrendering of, or giving of such sufficient security as 
the OTerseers of this my will shall like of, to surrender or grant, all her 
Mttte and right that shall descend or come unto her after my decease, or 
tint she now hath, of, in, or to, one copyhold tenement, with the appur- 
tcuQoes, lying and being in Stratford-upon-Avon aforesaid, in the said 
wwnty of Warwick, being parcel or holden of the manor of Bowington, 
onto my daughter Susanna Hall, and her heirs for ever. 

'/tern, I give and bequeath unto my said daughter Judith one hundred 
>tti fifty poimds more, if she, or any issue of her body, be Hving at the 
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end of throe yean next ensuing the day of the date of this my will, dar> 
ing which time my executors are to pay her consideration firom my de- 
cease according to the rate aforesaid : and if she die within the mii 
term without issue of her body, then my will is, and I do give and be- 
queath one hundred pounds thereof to my niece Elizabeth Hall, and the 
fifty pounds to be set forth by my executors during the life of my sister 
Joan Hart, and the use and profit thereof coming, shall be paid to oqf 
said sister Joan, and after her decease the said fifty pounds sbaU remaia 
amongst the children of my said sister, equally to be divided amoDgBi 
them ; but if my said daughter Judith be living at the end of the eaid 
three years, or any issue of her body, then my will is, and so I devise and 
bequeath, the said hundred and fifty pounds to be set out by my execo- 
tors and overseers for the best benefit of her and her issue, and the stock 
not to be paid imto her so long as she shall be married and covert baron ; 
but my will is, that she shall have the consideration yearly paid unto her 
during her life, and after her decease the said stock and consideration to 
be indd to hor children, if she have any, and if not^ to her executors or 
assigns, she living the said term after my decease : provided that if such 
husband as she shall at the end of the said three years be married unto^ 
or at any [time] after, do sufficiently assure unto her, and the issue of her 
body, lands answerable to the portion by this my will given unto her, and 
to bo adjudged so by my executors and overseers, then my will ia, that 
tlie said hundred and fii^y pounds shall be paid to such husband as shall 
make such assurance, to his own use. 

" Item, I give and bequeath unto my said sister Joan twenty pounds 
and all my wearing apparel, to be paid and delivered within one year 
after my decease ; and I do will and devise unto her the house, with the 
appurtenances, in Stratford, wherein she dwelleth, for her Datuzal life^ 
under the yearly rent of twelve-pence. 

" Item, I give and bequeath unto her three sons, William Ilart^ Thomas 
Hart, and Michael Hart, five pounds a piece, to be paid within one year 
after my decease. 

^ Item, I give and bequeath unto the said Elizabeth Hall all my pkite 
(except my broad silver and gilt bowl) that I now have at the date of 
this my will 

** Item, I give and bequeath unto the poor of Stratford aforesaid ten 
pounds ; to Mr Thomas Combe, my sword ; to Thomas Russel, esq., five 
pounds ; and to Francis Collins of the borough of Warwick, in the county 
of Warwick, gent., thirteen pounds six shillings and eight-penoe, to be 
paid within one year after my decease. 

" Item, I give and bequeath to Hamlet [Hamne^ Sadler twenty-six 
shillings eight-penoe, to buy him a ring ; to William Reynolds, gent, 
twenty-six shillings eight-pence, to buy him a ring ; to my godson Wil- 
liam Walker, twenty shillings in gold ; to Anthony Nash, gent., twenty- 
six ahiUines eight-penoe ; and to Mr John Nash, twenty-six shiUings 
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«^ii-p6Doe ; and to my fellows, John Hemynge, Richard Burbage, and 
^ CoDdell, twenty-six shillings eight-pence apiece, to buy them 



^JUMf I give, will, bequeath, and devise, unto my daughter, Susanna 
HiD, ftx better enabling of her to perform this my will, and towards the 
pvlbnnanoe thereof all that capital messuage or tenement, with the ap- 
fntfloinoes, in Stratford aforesaid, called The New Place, wherein I now 
Ml^ >nd two messuages or tenements, with the appurtenances, situate, 
fji^ and being in Henley Street, within the borough of Stratford afore- 
■id; and all my bams, stables, orchards, gardens, lands, tenements, and 
knditaments whatsoever, situate, lying, and being, or to be had, re- 
(md, perceived, or taken, within the towns, hamlets, villages, fields, and 
poimdsof Stratford-upon-Avon, Old Stratford, Bishopton, and Wei- 
radw^ or in any of them, in the said county of Warwick ; and also all 
tbt messuage or tenement, with the appurtenances, wherein one John 
lol»08on dwelleth, situate, lying, and being, in the Blackfriars in Lon- 
don, near the Wardrobe ; and all other my lands, tenements, and heredita- 
Bents whatsoever ; to have and to hold all and singular the said pre- 
ittee with their appurtenances, imto the said Susanna HaU, for and 
duiog the term of her natural life ; and after her decease to the first son 
(^her body lawfully issuing, and to the heirs males of the body of the 
■id first son lawfully issuing, and for defiBiult of such issue, to the second 
an of her body law^illy issuing, and to the heirs males of the body of 
the add second son lawfully issuing ; and for default of such heirs, to the 
tliird son of the body of the said Susanna lawfully issuing, and to the 
Win males of the body of the said third son lawfully issuing ; and for 
de&olt of such issue, the same so to be and remain to the fourth, fifth, 
axth, and seventh sons of her body, lawfully issuing one after another, 
ttd to the heirs males of the bodies of the said fourth, fifth, sixth, and 
wreath sons lawfully issuing, in such manner as it is before limited to 
be and remain, to the first, second, and third sons of her body, and to 
tbeir heirs males ; and for default of such issue, the said premises to be 
lod remain to my said niece Ha]l, and the heirs males of her body law- 
fi% issuing ; for default of such issue, to my daughter Judith, and the 
^m nudes of her body lawfully issuing ; and for default of such issue, 
to the right heirs of me the said William Shakspeare for ever. 
■Aon, I give unto my wife my second best bed, with the furniture. 
^Item, I give and bequeath to my said daughter Judith my broad silver 
pHbowL All the rest of my goods, chatties, leases, plate, jewels, and, 
iKNttehold stuff whatsoever, after my debts and legacies paid, and my 
fcnenl expenses discharged, I give, devise, and bequeath to my son-in- 
hv,John Hall, gent^ and my daughter Susanna his wife, whom I ordain 
nd make executors of this my last will and testament. And I do en- 
tnat and appoint the said Thomas Russel, esq., and Francis Collins, 
potato be overseers hereof. And do revoke all former wills, and pub- 
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liah thiis to be mj last will and testament. In witness whereof I hm 
hereunto put my hand, the day and year first above-written* 

» By me, S^lliam AUihiftwcL 

^ WUneu to the publishing hereof ^ 

Fba. CoLLTira, 
Julius Shaw, 
John Bobinbon, 
Hamnet Sadler, 

BOBEBS WhAITOOAT. 

* Prohatwmfuit testamentum mprascriptum apud Landofi, coram Mch 
gistro William Byrde, Legum Doctore, dbc^ vicesimo seeundo die mentii 
Juniiy Anno Domini 1616; juramento Johannis HaU unitu ex. cui, dx. 
de bene^ dbc, jurat, reeervata poteetate, <ko. Siuannoe Hall, alL ex. dbe. 
earn own venerit dx, petitur. (kc^ 
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VENFS AND ADONIS. 

* YiUa mintiir mlgo^ mlhi iUyiif ApoUo 
PocalA CaiUlU plena ministret aqua.'— Otid. 

TOTHS 

BIGHT HONOUBABLE HENBY WBIOTHESLY, 

EABL OF SOUTHAMPTOK, AND BABOK OF TTICHFIELD. 

Bight Honourable, — I know not bow I shall offend in dedicating my un- 
polished lines to your Lordship, nor how the world will censore me for choosing 
so strong a prop to support so weak a burthen : only if your Honour seem but 
pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of all idle 
bonrs, till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir 
of my invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a godfather, 
and never after ear ' so barren a laud, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. 
I leave it to your honourable survey, and your Honour to your heart's content ; 
which I wish may always answer your own wish, and the world's hopeful 

expectation. 

Your Honour's in all duty, 

William Shakspearb. 

1 Even as the sun with purple-colour'd face 

Had ta'en his last leave of the weeping morn, 
Rose-cheek'd Adonis hied him to the chase ; 

Hunting he loTed, but love he laugh'd to scorn : 
Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him. 
And like a bold-faced suitor 'gins to woo him. 

* *' Ear : ' plough. 

^ .< 
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2 ' Thrice fairer than myself/ thus she began, 

' The field's chief flower, sweet above compare. 
Stain to all njmphs, more lovelj than a m&n. 

More white and red than doyes or roses are ; 
Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life. 

3 ' Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 

And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed, 

A thousand honey-secrets shalt thou know : 
Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses. 

And being set, 1 11 smother thee with kisses ; 

« 

4 ' And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety, 

But rather famish them amid their plenty. 
Making them red and pale with fresh variety, 

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 
A summer's day will seem an hour but short. 
Being wasted in such time-beguUing sport' 

5 With this, she seizeth on his sweating palm. 

The precedent of pith and livelihood. 
And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm, 

Earth's sovereign salve to do a goddess good : 
Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force. 
Courageously to pluck him from his horse. 

6 Over one arm the lusty courser's rein. 

Under her other was the tender boy, 
Who blush'd and pouted in a dull disdain. 

With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 
She red and hot, as coals of glowing fire. 
He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 
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7 The studded bridle on a ragged bough 

Nimblj she fastens ; (oh how quick is love !) 
The steed is stalled up, and even now 

To tie the rider she begins to prove : 
Backward she push'd him, as she would be thrust^ 
And govem'd him in strength, though not in lust. 

8 So soon was she along, as he was down, 

Each leaning on their elbows and their hips : 
Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown. 

And 'gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips; 
And kissing speaks, with lustful language broken, 
' If thou wilt chide, thj lips shall never open/ 

9 He bums with bashful shame ; she with her tears 

Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks : 
Then with her windj sighs, and golden hairs. 

To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 
He saith she is immodest, blames her 'miss ; ^ 
What follows more, she murders with a kiss. 

10 Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast, 

Tires^ with her beak on feathers, flesh, and bone. 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste, 

Till either gorge be stuflTd, or prey be gone ; 
Even so she kiss'd his brow, his cheek, his chin. 
And where she ends, she doth anew begin. 

1 1 Forced to content, but never to obey. 

Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face ; 
She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey. 
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace, 

' ^ *lfiaB : ' amiaSf miBbehayionr. — ' * Tires : * a hawking term — teari| 
prvys on. 
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Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers^ 
So they were dew'd with such distilling ahowers. 

12 Look how a bird lies tangled in a net. 

So fasten'd in her arms Adonis lies ; 
Pure shame and awed resistance made him 
fret, 

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes : 
Rain added to a river that is rank,^ 
Perforce will force it OTcrflow the bank. 

13 Still she entreats^ and prettily entreats^ 

For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale ; 
Still is he sullen^ still he lowers and frets, 

'Twixt crimson shame, and anger ashy-pale ; 
Being red she loves him best ; and being 

white, 
Her best is better'd with a more delight. 

1 4 Look how he can, she cannot choose but love ; 

And by her fair immortal hand she swears 
From his soft bosom never to remove. 

Till he take truce with her contending tears, 
Which long have rain'd, making her cheeks all 

wet; 
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless debt 

15 Upon this promise did he raise his chin. 

Like a dive-dapper ^ peering through a wave, 
Who being look'd on, ducks as quickly in ; 

So oflfers he to give what she did crave ; 
But when her lips were ready for his pay. 
He winks, and turns his lips another way. 

' ' Rank : * full—* ' Dive-dapper : ' the dab-ohick. 
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16 Never did passenger in summer's heat 

More thirst for drink^ than she for this good turn : 
Her help she sees^ but help she cannot get ; 

She bathes in water^ yet her fire must bum : 
' Oh pity/ 'gan she cry, ' flint-hearted boy 1 
'Tis but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy ? 

1 7 ' I haye been woo'd, as I entreat thee now, 

Eyen by the stem and direful god of war. 
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow, 

Who conquers where he comes, in every jar ; 
Tet hath he been my captive and my slave. 
And begg'd for that which thou unask'd shalt have. 

18 ' Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 

His batter'd shield, his uncontrolled crest, 
And for my sake hath leam'd to sport and dance, 

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest ; 
Scorning his churlish dmm and ensign red. 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 

19 ' Thus he that overruled, I oversway'd. 

Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : 
Strong-temper'd steel his stronger strength obey'd. 

Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 
Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy might. 
For mastering her that foil'd the god of fight I 

20 ' Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine, 

(Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red,) 
The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine : — 

What seest thou in the ground "i hold up thy head ; 
Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies : 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes ? 
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21 ' Art thou ashamed to kiss ? then wink again. 

And I will wink^ so shall the day seem night ; 
Love keeps his revels where there are bat twain ; 

Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 
These blue-vein'd violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean. 

22 ' The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 

Shows thee unripe ; yet may'st thou well be tast^^ 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip ; 

Beauty within itself should not be wasted : — 
Fair flowers that are not gathei^d in their prime 
Rot and consume themselves in little time. 

23 * Were I hard-favour'd, foul, or wrinkled-old, 

Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 
O'erwom, despised, rheumatic and cold, 

Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice. 
Then might 'st thou pause, for then I were not 

for thee ; 
But having no defects, why dost abhor me 1 

24 ^ Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow ; 

Mine eyes are gray,^ and bright, and quick in turning' 
My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow. 

My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning ; 
My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand felt, 
Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt 

25 ^ Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear. 

Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green. 
Or, like a nymph, with loDg dishevelled hair. 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen ; 

* * Gray :' lued for blae, see verse 81. 
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LoYe is a spirit all compact of fire, 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 

26 ' Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie ; 

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support 
me; 
Two strengtUess doves will draw me through the 
sky. 
From mom to night, even where I list to sport me : 
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee 1 

27 ' Is thine own heart to thine own face affected 1 

Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left 1 
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected. 

Steal thine own freedom, and complain on theft. 
Narcissus so himself himself forsook. 
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 

28 ' Torches are made to light, jewels to wear. 

Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use. 
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear ; 

Things growing to themselves are growth's abuse : 
Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth 

beauty, 
'Thou wast begot, — to get it is thy duty. 

29 ' Upon the earth's increase why shouldst thou 

feed. 

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed ? 
By law of Nature thou art bound to breed. 

That thine may live, when thou thyself ait dead ; 
And so in spite of death thou dost smTive, 
In that thy likeness still is left alive." 



8 shakspeabe's pobtioal wobks. 

30 Bj this the love-sick queen began to sweaty 

For^ where thej lay^ the shadow had forsook theo^ 
And Titan, 'tirM ^ in the midday heat. 

With burning eye did hotly overlook them ; 
Wishing Adonis had his team to guide. 
So he were like him, and by Venus' side. 

31 And now Adonis, with a lazy spright. 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye, 
His lowering brows overwhelming his fair sight. 

Like misty vapours, when they blot the sky. 
Souring his cheeks, cries, ' Fie, no more of love ! 
The sun doth bum my face ; I must remove/ 

32 ' Ah me,' quoth Venus, ' young, and so unkind ! 

What bare excuses mak'st thou to begone I 
I '11 sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 

Shall cool the heat of this descending sun ; 
I 'U make a shadow for thee of my hairs ; 
If they bum too, I '11 quench them with my tears. 

33 ' The sun that shines from heaven shines but 

warm, 

And lo, I lie between that sun and thee ; 
The heat I have from thence doth little harm. 

Thine eye darts forth the fire that bumeth me : 
And were I not immortal, life were done. 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

34 ' Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel, 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth 1 
Art thou a woman's son, and canst not feel 

What 'tis to love ? how want of love tormenteth t 

•"Tired:' attired. 
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Oh had thy mother borne so hard a mind^ 

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind.^ 

35 ' What am I, that thou shouldst contemn^ me this 1 

Or what great danger dwells upon mj suit 1 
What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss ? 

Speak, fair ; but speak fair words, or else be 
mute : 
Give me one kiss, 1 11 give it thee again, 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain. 

36 'Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone. 

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead, 
Statue contenting but the eye alone. 

Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ; 
Thou art no man, though of a man's complexion, 
For men will kiss eyen by their own direction.' 

37 This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue. 

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ; 
Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong ; 

Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause : 
And now she weeps, and now she fain would 

speak. 
And now her sobs do her intendments ^ break. 

38 Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his hand, 

Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground ; 
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band ; 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound ; 
And when from thence he struggles to be gone. 
She locks her lily fingers, one in one. 

' ' Unkind : * unnatural. — ^ * Contemn * ' oontemptaoaaly refose. — * ' Intend- 
nenta:' intentlona. 
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39 ^ FondliDgy' she saitb^ ' since I have hemm'd tbee 

here, 

Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 
I '11 be a park, and thou shalt be my deer ; 

Feed where thou wilt, on monntsdn or in dale : 
Graze on my lips ; and if those hills be dry. 
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie. 

40 ' Within this limit is relief enough. 

Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plain. 
Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough. 

To shelter thee from tempest and from rain : 
Then be my deer, since I am such a park ; 
No dog shall rouse thee, thougha thousand bark. 

41 At this Adonis smiles, as in disdain, 

That in^each cheek appears a pretty dimple : 
LoYe made those hollows, if himself were slain, 

He might be buried in a tomb so simple ; 
Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie. 
Why there Love lived, and there he could not die. 

42 These lovely caves, these round-enchanting pits, 

Open'd their mouths to swallow Venus' liking : 
Being mad before, how doth she now for wita ? 

Struck dead at first, what needs a second strikin 
Poor Queen of Love ! in thine own law forlorn. 
To love the cheek that smiles at thee in soom I 

43 Now which way shall she turn 1 what shall she 

say? 
Her words are done, her woes the more increasi] 
The time is spent, her object will away. 

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing 
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'Pity/ — she cries, — ^*some favour— some 



* remorse — ' ^ 
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse. 

44 Bat lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by, 

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud, 
Adonis' trampling courser doth espy. 

And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs aloud : 
The strong-neck'd steed, being tied unto a tree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he. 

45 Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds. 

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder ; 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds, 

Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven's 
thunder ; 
The iron bit he crushes 'tween his teeth, 
Controlling what he was controUM with. 

46 His ears up prick'd ; his braided hanging mane ^ 

Upon his compass'd ^ crest now stand on end ; 
His nostrils drink the air, and forth again. 

As from a frunace, vapours doth he send : 
His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 

47 Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 

With gentle majesty, and modest pride ; 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps. 

As who should say, lo ! thus my strength is tried ; 
And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by. 

* * SoDOfBe : ' tenderneaB.— ' * Mane : * used as a plaral noon.— ^ * Com- 
ptaed:* arched. 
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48 What recketh he his ridei^s angrj stir, 

His flattering ' Holla,' or his ' Stand, I say T 
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur 1 

For rich caparisons, or trapping gaj ? 
He sees his Ioyc, and nothing else he sees, 
For nothing else with his proud sight agrees. 

49 Look, when a painter would surpass the life. 

In limning out a well-proportion'd steed. 
His art with nature's workmanship at strife. 

As if the dead the living should exceed ; 
So did this horse excel a common one. 
In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone. 

50 Round-hoofd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long. 

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide. 
High crest, short ears, straight legs, and passing strong, 

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide : 
Look what a horse should have, he did not lack. 
Save a proud rider on so proud a back. ^ 

51 Sometime he scuds far off, and there he stares ; 

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather ; 
To bid the wind a base^ he now prepares. 

And whe'r^ he run, or fly, they knew not whether ; 
For through his mane and tail the high wind sings, 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather'd wings. 

52 He looks upon his lore, and neighs unto her ; 

She answers him as if she knew his mind : 
Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her. 
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind : 

* * To bid the wind a base : * to challenge to the game of baae, priaon-bafei 
or prison-ban, in which one mna and another ponaes.^* * WheV : ' 
whether. 
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Spurns at his love^ and scorns the heat he 

feels^ 
Beatmg his kind embracements with her heels. 

53 Then like a melancholy malecontent. 

He yails ^ his tail, that, like a falling plume, 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent ; 

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume : 
His love, perceiving how he is enraged. 
Grew kinder, and his fuiy was assuaged. 

54 His testy master goeth about to take him ; 

When lo, the unback'd breeder, full of fear. 
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him. 

With her the horse, and left Adonis there: 
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie 

them. 
Outstripping crows that strive to overfly them. 

55 All swollen with chasing, down Adonis sits. 

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast ; 
And now the happy season once more fits. 

That love-sick Love by pleading may be bless'd ; 
For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue. 

56 An oven that is stopped, or river sta/d, 

Bumeth more hotly, swelleth with more rage : 
So of concealM sorrow may be said ; 

Free vent of words love's fire doth assuage ; 
But when the heart's attorney ^ once is 

mute, 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit 

* * Vaila :' lowers.—* * Heart's attorney : ' the tongue. 
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57 He sees her comings and begins to glow, 

(Even as a dying coal reyives with wind). 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind ; 
Taking no notice that she is so nigh. 
For all askance he holds her in his eye. 

58 Oh what a sight it was, wistly to view 

How she came stealing to the wayward boy I 
To note the fighting conflict of her hae I 

How white and red each other did destroy I 
But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flashed forth fire, as lightning from the sky. 

59 Now was she just before him as he sat. 

And like a lowly lover down she kneels ; 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat. 

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels : 
His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's print, 
As apt as new-fallen snow takes any dint 

60 Oh what a war of looks was then between them ! 

Her eyes petitioners, to his eyes suing ; 
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them ; 

Her eyes woo'd still, his eyes disdained the wooing 
And all this dumb play had his^ acts made 

plain 
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain. 

61 Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 

A lily prison'd in a gaol of snow. 
Or ivory in an alabaster band ; 

So white a friend engirts so white a foe : 
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This beauteous combat, wilful and unwillingy 
Showed like two silver doves that sit a-billiDg. 

62 Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 

' Oh fairest mover on this mortal round ! 
Would thou wert as I am, and I a man, 

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound ; ^ 
For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee> 
Though nothing but my body's bane would cure thee/ 

63 ' Give me my hand,' saith he, ' why dost thou feel it 1 * 

* Give me my heart,' saith she, ' and thou shalt have it ; 
Oh give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it. 

And being steel'd, soft sighs can never grave it : 
Then love's deep groans I never shall regard, 
Because Adonis' heart hath made mine hard' 

64 ' For shame,' he cries, ' let go, and let me go ; 

My day's delight is past, my horse is gone, 
And 'tis your fault I am bereft him so ; 

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone : 
For all my mind, my thought, my busy care. 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.' 

65 Thus she replies : ' Thy palfrey, as he should. 

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire. 
Affection is a coal that must be cool'd ; 

Else, suffei^d, it will set the heart on fire : 
The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none, 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone. 

66 ' How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree, 
• Servilely master'd with a leathern rein : 

* * Tby heart my wonnd : ' thy heart wounded as mine is. 
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Bat when he saw his love, his youth's hir fee. 

He held such petty bondage in disdain ; 
Throwing the base thong from his bending crest, 
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast 

67 ^ Who sees his true love in her naked bed. 

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 
But^ when his glutton eye so full hath fed. 

His other agents aim at like delight 1 
Who is 80 faint that dare not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold % 

68 ' Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy ; 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee. 
To take advantage on presented joy ; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach theep 
Oh learn to love ; the lesson is but plain. 
And, once made perfect, never lost again.' 

69 ' I know not love/ quoth he, ' nor will not know it. 

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it ; 
'Tis much to bon'ow, and I will not owe it ; 

My love to love is love but to disgrace it ; 
For I have heard it is a life in death. 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a breatL 

70 ' Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish'd 1 

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth 1 
If springing things be any jot diminished. 

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth : 
The colt that 's back'd and burthen'd being young, 
Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong. 

71 * You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part. 

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat : 
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RemoTO your siege from m j nnyieldiDg heart ; 
To loye's alarm it will not ope the gate, 
dismiss your tows, your feigned tears^ your flattery ; 
For where a heart is hard^ they make no battery.' 

72 'What! canst thou talk?' quoth she, 'hast thou a tongue t 

Oh would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy mermaid's ^ voice hath done me double wrong ; 

I had my load before, now press'd with bearing : 
Melodious discord, hearenly tune harsh sounding, 
Ear's deep-sweet music, and heart's deep-sore 
wounding. 

73 ' Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would lore 

That inward beauty and invisible ; 
Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 

Each part in me that were but sensible : 
Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see. 
Yet should I be in love, by touching thee. 

74 ' Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me. 

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch. 
And nothing but the very smell were left me, 

Yet would my love to thee be still as much ; 
For from the still'tory of thy face excelling 
Comes breath perfumed, that breedeth love by smelling. 

75 ' But, oh what banquet wert thou to the taste. 

Being nurse and feeder of the other four ! 
Would they not wish the feast might ever last. 

And bid Suspicion double-lock the door. 
Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?' 

I « Mermaid :* used for syren. 
B 
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76 Once more the ruby-colour'd portal opened. 

Which to his speech did honey passage yield ; 
Like a red mom, that erer yet betokened ^ 

Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds. 
Gusts and foul flaws ^ to herdmen and to herds. 

77 This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 

Eyen as the wind is hush'd before it raineth. 
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh. 

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth. 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun. 
His meaning struck her ere his words begun. 

78 And at his look she flatly falleth down. 

For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth : 
A smile recures the wounding of a frown. 

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thriveth 1 
The silly boy, believing she is dead. 
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red : 

79 And all amazed brake ofi* his late intent, 

For sharply he did think to reprehend her, 
Which cunning love did wittily prevent : 

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her ! 
For on the grass she lies as she were slain. 
Till his breath breatheth life in her again. 

^0 He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks, 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard ; 
He chafes her lips, a thousand ways he seeks 

To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr'd ; 
He kisses her ; and she, by her good will. 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 

' * FlawB : * sadden blasts of wind. 
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81 The night of sorrow now is tum'd to day : 

Her two blue windows faintly she upheayetb^ 
Like the fair sun^ when in his fresh array 

He cheers the mom^ and all the world relieveth : 
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 
So is her face illumined with her eye ; 

82 Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd, 

As if from thence they borrowed all their shine. 
Were never four such lamps together mix'd, 

Had not his clouded with his brows' repine ; 
But hers, which through the crystal tears gare light, 
Shone like the moon in water seen by night. 

83 ' Oh, where am I ? ' quoth she — ' in earth or heaven. 

Or in the ocean drench'd, or in the fire 1 
What hour is this ? or mom or weary even 1 

Do I delight to die, or life desire ? 
But now I liyed, and life was death's annoy ; 
But now I died, and death was lively joy. 

84 ^ Oh thou didst kill me ; — ^kill me once again : 

Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine. 
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such disdain, 

That they have murder'd this poor heart of mine ; 
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen. 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 

85 ' Long may they kiss each other, for this cure I 

Oh never let their crimson liveries wear ! 
And as they last, their verdure still endure. 
To drive infection ^ from the dangerous year I 

' * To driTO infection :* rooms were strewed with fragrant herbs, to prevent 
infection. 
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That the star-gazers^ haying writ on deaths 
May saj, the plague is banish'd by thy breath. 

86 ^Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted. 

What bargains may I male, still to be sealing ? 
To sell myself I can be well contented, 

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good dealing ; 
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips. 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 

87 ^ A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ; 

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 
What is ten hundred touches unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone 1 
Say, for non-payment that the debt should double. 
Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble 1 ' 

88 ' Fair queen,' quoth he, ' if any love you owe me. 

Measure my strangeness ^ with my unripe years ; 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me ; 

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears : 
The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast. 
Or being early pluck'd, is sour to taste. 

89 ' Look, the world's comforter, with weary gait. 

His day's hot task Jiath ended in the west : 
The owl, night's herald, shrieks, — ^'tis very late ; 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest ; 
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven's lights 
Do summon us to part, and bid good-night. 

90 * Now let me say " Good-night," and so say you ; 

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss/ 

* * Strangeness : ' bashfalness. 
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' Good night/ quoth she ; and, ere he says ' Adieu/ 

The honey fee of parting tendered is : 
Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace ; 
Incorporate then they seem ; face grows to face. 

91 Till, breathless, he disjoined; and backward drew 

The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew, 

Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth : 
He with her plenty pressed, she faint with dearth, 
(Their lips together glued), fall to the earth. 

92 Now quick Desire hath caught the yielding prey. 

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth ; 
Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey. 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; 
Whose Yulture thought doth pitch the price so 

high. 
That she will draw his lips' rich treasure dry. 

93 And haying felt the sweetness of the spoil. 

With blindfold fury she begins to forage ; 
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil, 

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage ; 
Planting oblivion, beating reason back. 
Forgetting shame's pure blush, and honour's wrack. 

94 Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing. 

Like a wild bird being tamed with too much 
handUng, 
Or as the fleet-foot roe, that 's tired with chasing, 

Or like the froward infant still'd with dandling, 
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth. 
While she takes all she can, not all she listeth. 
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95 What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering^ 

And yields at last to every light impression ? 
Things out of hope are compass'd oft with Tenturing, 

Chiefly in love^ whose leave^ exceeds commission : 
Afiection faints not like a pale-faced coward. 
But then woos best, when most his choice is froward. 

96 When he did frown, oh, had she then gave over, 

Such nectar from his lips she had not suc^'d. 
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover ; 

What though the rose have prickles? yet 'tis pluck'd 
Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast. 
Yet love breaks through, and picks them all at last 

97 For pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart : 
She is resolved no longer to restrain him ; 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 
The which, by Cupid's bow she doth protest^ 
He carries thence incaged in his breast 

98 'Sweet boy,' she says, 'this night I'll waste in sorrow, 

For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 
Tell me, love's master, shall we meet to-morrow t 

Say, shall we ? shall we ? wilt thou make the match 1' 
He tells her, no ; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 

99 ' The boar ! ' quoth she ; whereat a sudden pale. 

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose, 
Usurps her cheeks ; she trembles at his tale. 

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws : 
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck, 
He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

* 'Leave:' Hocnoe. 
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100 Now is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter : 
AU is imaginary she doth prove, 

He will not manage her, although he mount her ; 
That worse than Tantalus' is her annoy, 
To clip^ Elysium, and to lack her joy. 

101 Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes. 

Do surfeit by the eye, and pine the maw, 
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps. 

As those poor birds that helpless berries saw : 
The warm effects which she in him finds missing. 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 

102 But all in vain ; good queen, it will not be : 

She hath assay'd as much as may be proved ; 
Her pleading hath deseiTed a greater fee ; 

She 's Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved. 
' Fie, fie,' he says, ' you crush me ; let me go ; 
You have no reason to withhold me so.' 

103 'Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, 'sweet boy, ere this. 

But that thou told'st me thou would'st hunt the boar, 
Oh be advised ! thou know'st not what it is 

With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore. 
Whose tushes never-sheath'd he whetteth still. 
Like to a mortal^ butcher, bent to kiU. 

104 'On his bow-back he hath a battle set 

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 
His eyes like glowworms shine when he doth fret ; 

His snout digs sepulchres where'er he goes ; 
Being moved, he strikes whate'er is in his way. 
And whom he strikes, his cruel tushes slay. 

^ « Cb'p :' clasp. *« Mortal :' deadly. 
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105 ' His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm'd^ 

Are better proof than thy spear's point can enter; 
His short thick neck cannot be easily harm'd ; 

Being ireful, on the lion he will venture : 
The thorny brambles and embracing bushes. 
As fearful of him, part ; through whom he rushes. 

106 ' Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine, 

To which Lore's eyes pay tributary gazes ; 
Nor thy soft hands, sweet Ups, and crystal eyne. 

Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 
But having thee at vantage (wondrous dread !) 
Would root these beauties as he roots the mead. 

107 'Oh, let him keep his loathsome cabin still I 

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends ; : 
Come not within his danger by thy will ; 

They that thrive well, take counsel of their friends. 
When thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble, 
I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did tremble. 

108 ' Didst thou not mark my face 1 Was it not white ? 

Saw'st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ? 
Grew I not faint ? And fell I not downright ? 

Within ray bosom, whereon thou dost lie. 
My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest. 
But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my breast. 

109 ' For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 

Doth call himself Affection's sentinel ; 
Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny. 

And in a peaceful hour doth cry, " Kill, kill ! " 
Distempering gentle Love in his desire. 
As air and water do abate the fire. 
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110 'This sour informer, this ^bate-breeding spy, 

This canker that eats up love's tender spring,^ 
This carry-tale, dissentious jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime false dotlv brings 
Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine ear. 
That if I loye thee, I thy death should fear : 

111 'And more than so, presenteth to mine eye 

The picture of an angry chafing boar, 
Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie 

An image like thyself, all stain'd with gore ; 
Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed. 
Doth make them droop with grief, and hang the head. 

112 'What should I do, seeing thee so indeed. 

That tremble at the imagination ? 
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed. 

And fear doth teach it dirination : 
I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow. 
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 

113 ' But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me ; 

Uncouple at the timorous flying hare. 
Or at the fox, which lives by subtilty. 

Or at the roe, which no encounter dare : 
Pursue these fearful creatures o'er the downs. 
And on thy well-breath'd horse keep with thy 

hounds. 

114 'And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare, 

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles. 
How he outruns the wind, and with what care 
He cranks ^ and crosses, with a thousand doubles : 

**Bit6:' strife.-^ * Spring : ' young ahoot.-^ «Crank«:* winds. 
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The many musits ^ through the which he goes. 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 

115 'Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep. 

To make the cunning hounds mistake their sroe 
And sometime where earth-delving conies keep, 

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell ; 
And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer ; 
Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear : 

116 ' For there his smell with others being mingled, 

The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to 
doubt, 
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled 

With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 
Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies, 
As if another chase were in the skies. 

117 'By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill. 

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear. 
To hearken if his foes pursue him still ; 

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear ; 
And now his grief may be compared well 
To one sore-sick, that hears the passing belL 

118 'Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretdi 

Turn, and return, indenting with the way : 
Each envious briar his weary legs doth scratch. 

Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur sti 
For misery is trodden on by many. 
And being low, never relieved by any. 

119' Lie quietly, and hear a little more ; 

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 

' * MoBits : ' gaps in hedges or thickets, throngh which the bare is wont to | 
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To make thee hate the hunting of the boar. 
Unlike myself thou hear'st me moralise, 
Applying this to that, and so to so ; 
For lore can comment upon every woe. 

120 * Where did I leare ? ' — ' No matter where/ quoth he, 
* Leaye me, and then the story aptly ends : 
The night is spent/ — ' Why what of that ? ' quoth she, 

' I am,' quoth he, * expected of my friends ! 
And now 'tis dark, and going I shall fall/ — 
' In night,' quoth she, ' desire sees best of all. 

121 'Bat if thou fall, oh then imagine this, 

The earth in love with thee thy footing trips. 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

Rich preys make true men thieves ; so do thy lips 
Me modest Dian cloudy and forlorn, 
Lest she should steal a kiss, and die forsworn. 

122 'Now, of this dark night I perceive the reason : 

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shrine, 
TQ] forging nature be condemn'd of treason. 
For stealing moulds from heaven that were 
divine. 
Wherein she framed thee in high heaven's 

despite. 
To shame the sun by day, and her by night. 

^23 'And therefore hath she bribed the Destinies, 
To cross the curious workmanship of nature, 

To mingle beauty with infirmities. 
And pure perfection with impure defeature ; 

Making it subject to the tyranny 

Of mad mischances and much misery ; 
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124 'As burning feyers^ agues pale and faint. 

Life-poisoning pestilence^ and frenzies wood,^ 
The marrow-eating sickness^ whose attaint 

Disorder breeds bj heating of the blood : 
Surfeits^ imposthumes^ grief^ and damned despair, 
Swear Nature's death for framing thee so fair. 

1 25 ' And not the least of all these maladies. 

But in one minute's fight brings beauty under ; 
Both favour, sayour, hue, and qualities. 

Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder. 
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd and done. 
As mountain snow melts with the middaj sun. 

126 'Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 

Loye-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns, 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity. 

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons, 
Be prodigal : the lamp that bums by night 
Dries up his oil, to lend the world his light 

127 ' What is thy body but a swallowing grave. 

Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must havtf 

If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity t 
If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 

128 'So in thyself thyself art made away ; 

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife. 
Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do slay. 

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 
Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets, 
But gold that 's put to use, more gold begets.' 

»*Wood:' mad. 
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i9 ' Nay, then/ quoth Adon, ' you will &11 again 
Into your idle over-handled theme ; 
The kiss I gave you is bestowed in vain. 

And all in yain you striye against the stream ; 
Tor by this black-faced nighty desire's foul nurse. 
Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse. 

130 ' If lore hare lent you twenty thousand tongues, 
And eyery tongue more moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's songs, 

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown ; 
¥or know, my heart stands armed in mine ear. 
And will not let a false sound enter there ; 

131 'Lert the deceiving harmony should run 

Into the quiet closure of my breast ; 
And then my little heart were quite undone. 

In his bedchamber to be barr'd of rest. 
No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan, 
Bnt Boondly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone. 

132 ' What have you urged that I cannot reprove 1 

The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger ; 
I hate not love, but your device in love. 

That lends embracements unto every stranger. 
Ton do it for increase ; oh strange excuse I 
When reason is the bawd to lust's abuse. 

133 'Call it not love, for love to heaven is fled. 

Since sweating lust on earth usurp'd his name ; 
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed 

Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame ; 
Which the hot tyrant stains, and soon bereaves^ 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 
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134 ' LoYO comforteth^ like sunshine after rain. 

But lust's effect is tempest after sun ; 
LoYe's gentle spring doth always fresh remain. 

Lust's winter comes ere summer half be done. 
LoYe surfeits not ; lust like a glutton dies : 
LoYe is all truth ; lust full of forged lies. 

135 ' More I could tell, but more I dare not saj ; 

The text is old, the orator too green. 
Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen ; ^ 
Mine ears that to your wanton talk attended. 
Do bum themsehes for haYing so offended.' 

136 With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace 

Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast, 
And homeward through the dark laund^ runs apace ; 

LeaYes LoYe upon her back deeply distress'd. 
Look how a bright star shooteth from the sky. 
So glides he in the night from Venus* eye ; 

137 Which after him she darts, as one on shore 

Gazing upon a late-embarkM friend. 
Till the wild waYCS wiD haYe him seen no more. 

Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend ; 
So did the merciless and pitchy night 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight 

138 Whereat amazed, as one that unaware 

Hath dropp'd a precious jewel in the flood. 
Or 'stonish'd as night-wanderers often are. 

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood ; 
Even so confounded in the dark she lay, 
HaYing lost the fair discoYcry of her way. 

* * Teen : ' grief.—* * Laund : ' lawn. 
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139 And now she beats her hearty whereat it groans. 

That all the neighbour-caves, as seeming troubled. 
Make verbal repetition of her moans ; 

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : 
'Ah me!' she cries, and twenty times, 'woe, woel' 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. 

140 She, marking them, begins a wailing note. 

And sings extemp'rally a woful ditty ; 
How love makes young men thrall, and old men dote ; 

How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty : 
Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe, 
And still the choir of echoes answer so. 

141 Her song was tedious, and outwore the night. 

For lovers' hours are long, though seeming short : 
If pleased themselves, others, they think, delight 

In such like circumstance, with such like sport : 
Their copious stories, oftentimes begun. 
End without audience, and are never done. 

142 For who hath she to spend the night withal, 

But idle sounds, resembling parasites. 
Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering eyery call, 

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits 1 
She says, * 'Tis so : ' they answer all, ' 'Tis so ; ' 
And would say after her, if she said ' No.' 

143 Lo I here the gentle lark, weary of rest. 

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high. 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 

The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 
Who doth the world so gloriously behold, 
That cedar-tops and hills seem bumish'd gold. 
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144 Venus salutes bim with this fair good-morrow : 

' thou clear god, and patron of all light, 
From whom each lamp and shining star doth boiror 

The beauteous influence that makes him bright 
There Utcs a son, that suck'd an earthly mother. 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other/ 

145 This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove. 

Musing the morning is so much o'erwom. 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 

She hearkens for his hounds, and for his horn : 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 
And all in haste she coasteth ^ to the cry. 

146 And as she runs, the bushes in the way 

Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her fiice, 
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay ; 

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace, 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache. 
Hasting to feed her fawn, hid in some brake. 

147 By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay. 

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder 
Wreath'd up in fatal folds, just in his way. 

The fear whereof doth make him shake and diudder 
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses, and her spright confounds. 

148 For now she knows it is no gentle chase, 

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud. 
Because the cry remaineth in one place. 

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their enemy to be so curst. 
They all strain court'sy who shall cop6 him first 

' ' Coasteth : ' advanoeth. 
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L49 This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear, 

Through which it enters to surprise her heart, 
Who, OYercome by doubt and bloodless fear. 

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part : 
Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield, 
They basely fly, and dare not stay the field. 

150 Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy ; 

Till, cheering up her senses sore-dismay'd. 
She tells them, 'tis a causeless fantasy. 

And childish error that they are afraid ; 
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more ; — 
And with that word she spied the hunted boar ; 

151 Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red, 

Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 
A second fear through all her sinews spread, 

Which madly hurries her she knows not whither ; 
This way she runs, and now she will no further. 
Bat back retires, to rate the boar for murther. 

152 A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways ; 

She treads the path that she untreads again : 
Her more than haste is mated ^ with delays. 

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain ; 
Pull of respect,^ yet nought at all respecting. 
In hand with all things, nought at all efiecting. 

153 Here kennell'd in a brake she finds a hound, 

And asks the weary caitiff for his master ; 
And there another licking of his wound, 

'Gainst yenom'd sores the only sovereign plaster ; 
And here she meets another sadly scowling, 
To whom she speaks, and he replies with howling. 

* ^ Mated : * oonfoanded.— * *• Respect : * circuuspectioo. 

C 
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154 When he hath ceased his ill-resoanding noiae^ 

Another flap-mouth'd mourner, black and grim. 
Against the welkin Tollejs out his voice ; 

Another and another answer him« 
Clapping their proud tails to the ground below. 
Shaking their scratched ears, bleeding as thej go. 

155 Look, how the world's poor people are amazed - 

At apparitions, signs, and prodigies. 
Whereon with fearful eyes they long haye gazed. 

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies : 
So she at these sad signs draws up her breath. 
And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 

• 

156 ' Hard-faYOur'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean. 

Hateful divorce of love/ (tlius chides she Death,) 
* Grim-grinningghost, earth's worm, what dostthou mea 

To stifle beauty, and to steal his breath. 
Who when he lived, his breath and beauty set 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ? 

157 * If he be dead, — oh no, it cannot be. 

Seeing his beauty, thou should'st strike at it — 
Oh yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see. 

But hatefully at random dost thou hit 
Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant's heart 

158 ' Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke. 

And hearing him, thy power had lost his ^ power. 
The Destinies will curse thee for thi&r stroke ; 

They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck'st a flower 
Love's golden arrow at him should have fled. 
And not Death's ebon dart, to strike him dead. 

^»HU:'forit8. 
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159 'Dostihoa drink tears^ that thou provok'st such 

weepiDg ? 

What may a heavy groan advantage thee 1 
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 

Those eyes that tanght all other eyes to see 1 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal yigour, 
Since her best work is ruin'd with thy rigour/ 

160 Here overcome, as one full of despair, 

She vail*d ^ her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopped 
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 

In tiie sweet channel of her bosom dropp'd ; 
But through the floodgates breaks the silver rain. 
And with his strong course opens them again. 

161 Oh how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow 1 

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye ; 
Both crystals, where they vieVd each other's sorrow. 

Sorrow, that friendly sighs sought still to dry ; 
But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain, 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again. 

1 62 Variable passions throng her constant woe. 

As striving who should best become her grief ; 
All entertained, each passion labours so 

That every present sorrow seemeth chief. 
But none is best ; then join they altogether. 
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. 

163 By this, &t off she hears some huntsman hollo ; 

A nurse's song ne'er pleased her babe so well : 
The dure imagination she did follow 

This sound of hope doth labour to expel ; 

a«V«U*d:' lowered. 
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For now reviving joy bids her rejoice^ 
And flatters her it is Adonis' voice. 

164 Whereat her tears began to tarn their tide. 

Being prison'd in her eye, like pearls in glass ; 
Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside. 

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass^ 
To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground. 
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown'd. 

165 Oh hard-believing love, how strange it seems 

Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! 
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes, 

Despair and hope make thee ridiculous : 
The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely. 
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 

166 Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought; 

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame ; 
It was not she that call'd him all-to ^ naught ; 

Now she adds honours to his hateful name ; 
She clepes him king of graves, and grave for kings, 
Imperious supreme of all mortal thinga 

167 'No, no,* quoth she, 'sweet Death, I did but jest ; 

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear, 
Whenas I met the boar, that bloody beast. 

Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 
Then, gentle shadow (truth I must confess), 
I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's decease. 

168 ''Tis not my fault : the boar provoked my tongue ; 

Be wreaked on him, invisible commander ; 

' * All-to : * entirely, altogether. 
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'Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong ; 

I did but act, he 's author of thy slander : 
Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Could rule them both, without ten women's wit/ 

169 Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive. 

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate ; 
And that his beauty may the better thrive. 

With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 
TeUs him of trophies, statues, tombs ; and stories 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 

1 70 * Jove," quoth she, ' how much a fool was I, 

To be of such a weak and silly mind. 
To wail his death, who lives and must not die. 

Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! 
For he being dead, with him is beauty slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 

171 *Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so fall of fear. 

As one with treasure laden, hemm'd with thieves ; 
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear. 

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.* 
Even at this word she hears a merry horn, 
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn. 

1 72 As falcon to the lure, away she flies ; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light ; 
And in her haste unfortunately spies 

The foul boar's conquest on her fair delight ; 
Which seen, her eyes, as murder'd with the view, 
Like stars ashamed of day, themselves withdrew. 

1 73 Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit. 

Shrinks backward in his shelly cavp with pain. 



k^«*, 
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And there^ all smotber'd up, in shade doth sit, 

Long after fearing to creep forth again ; 
So, at his bloodj view, her eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark cabins of her head ; 

1 74 Where they resign their office and their light 

To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 
Who bids them still consort with nglj nighty 

And neyer wound the heart with looks again ; 
Who, like a king perplexM in his throne. 
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan, 

1 75 Whereat each tributary subject quakes : 

As when the wind, imprisoned in the ground. 
Struggling for passage, earth's foundation diakes, 

Which with cold terror doth men's minds oonfounc 
This mutiny each part doth so surprise, 
That from their dark beds, once more, leap her eyes; 

1 76 And being open'd, threw unwilling light 

Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench'd 
In bis soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 

With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drendi' 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herl^ lea^ or weed. 
But stole his blood, and seem'd with him to bleed 

1 77 This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 

Oyer one shoulder doth she hang her head ; 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth : 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead. 
Her voice is stopped, her joints forget to bow ; 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 

1 78 Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem thre 
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And then she reprehends her mangling eye, 

'I^t makes more gashes where no breach should be : 
His face seems twain, each seyeral limb is doubled ; 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled. 

1 79 'My toDgue cannot express my grief for one. 

And yet,' quoth she, ' behold two Adons dead ! 
Mj sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone. 

Mine eyes are turned to fire, my heart to lead : 
Heavy heart's lead, melt at mine eyes' red fire I 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 

1 80 ' AIa% poor world, what treasure hast thou lost ! 

What face remains alive that 's worth the viewing 1 
Whose tongue is music now ? what canst thou boast 

Of things long since, or anything ensuing ? 
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and trim ; 
But true-sweet beauty lived and died with him. 

181 * Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear ! 

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you : 
Having no fair^to lose, you need not fear ; 

The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth hiss you : 
But when ^onis lived, sun and sharp air 
Lurk'd like two thieves, to rob him of his fair ; 

182 ' And therefore would he put his bonnet on. 

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep ; 
The wind would blow it oflF, and, being gone. 

Play with his locks ; then would Adonis weep : 
And straight, in pity of his tender years, 
They both would strive who first should dry his tears. 

183 ' To see his face the lion walked along 

Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him : 

^ ' F*ir :' fairness, beauty. 
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To recreate himself, when he hath sang. 

The tiger would be tame, and gently hear him : 
If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey. 
And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

184 'When he beheld his shadow in the brook^ 

The fishes spread on it their golden gills ; 
When he was by, the birds such pleasure took 

That some would sing, some other in their bilk 
Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red cheniee» 
He fed them with his sight, they him with berriesL. 

185 'But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted^ boar, 

Whose downward eye still looketh for a graTe, 
Ne'er saw the beauteous livery that he wore : 

Witness the entertainment that he gave ; 
If he did see his face, why then I know, 
He thought to kiss him, and hath killed him so. 

186 ''Tis true, 'tis true ; thus was Adonis slain ; 

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear. 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again. 

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there , 
And nuzzling in his flank, the lomg swine 
Sheath'd, unaware, the tusk in his soft groin. 

187 'Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confess 

With kissing him I should have kill'd him 
first; 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 

My youth with his ; the more am I accurst' 
With this she falleth in the place she stood. 
And stains her face with his congealM blood. 

* * Urchin-snouted : * snouted like a hedgehog. 
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L&S She looks upon his h'ps^ and they are pale ; 

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold ; 
She whispers in his ears a heavy tale, 

As if they heard the woful words she told : 
She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes, 
Where, lo I two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies : 

189 Tiro glasses where herself herself beheld 

A thousand times, and now no more reflect ; 
Their yirtue lost, wherein they late excelled. 

And every beauty robb'd of his effect ; 
'Wonder of time,' quoth she, 'this is my spite. 
That you being dead, the day should yet be light 

190 'Since thou art dead, lo 1 here I prophesy. 

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend ; 
It shall be waited on with jealousy. 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end ; 
Ne'er settled equally, but high or low ; 
That all love's pleasure shall not match his woe. 

191 'It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud ; 

Bud and be blasted in a breathing while ; 
The bott(H| poison, and the top o'erstraw'd 

With sweets, that shall the tniest sight beguile : 
The strongest body shall it make most weak. 
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to speak. 

192 'It shall be sparing, and too full of riot. 

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ; ^ 
The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet. 

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures : 
It shall be raging mad, and silly mild. 
Make the young old, the old become a child. 

' * Measuras : ' dances with slow meaBored steps* 
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193 'It shall suspect where is no cause of fear ; 

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust ; 
It shall be merciful; and too severe^ 

And most deceiving when it seems most just ; 
Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward. 
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward. 

194 'It shall be cause of war and dire events^ 

And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire ; 
Subject and servile to all discontents. 

As dry combustions matter is to fire ; 
Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best, their loves shall not enjoy/ 

195 By this, the boy that by her side lay kill'd 

Was melted like a vapour from her sight, 
And in his blood that on the ground lay spill'd, 

A purple flower sprung up, chequered with white, 
Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood. 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 

196 She bows her head, the new sprung flower to smell. 

Comparing it to her Adonis' breath ; 
And says, within her bosom it shft dwell. 

Since he himself is reft from her by death : 
She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 
Green topping sap, which she compares to tears. 

197' Poor flower,' quoth she, 'this was thy father^s guise, 
(Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling^ sire,) 
For every little grief to wet his eyes : 

To grow unto himself was his desire, 
And so 'tis thine ; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 
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198 ^Heie was tbj father's bed, here in my breast ; 

Thou art tbe next of blood, and 'tis thy right : 
Lo ! in this hollow cradle take thy rest, 

Mj throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night : 
There shall not be one minute in an hour 
Wherein I wiU not kiss my sweet lore's flower/ 

199 Thos weary of tlie world, away she hies. 

And yokes her silver doTes; by whose swift aid 
Their mistress mounted, through the empty skies 

In her light chariot quickly is conve/d. 
Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen 
Means to immure herself^ and not be seen. 
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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRT WRI0THE8LY, 

EABL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BASON OF TTTCHFIELD. 

The love I dedicate to yonr Lordship is withont end, whereof this ptinplilel, 
without beginning, is but a superflaons moiety.* The warrant I hxn djom 
honourable disposition, not the worth of my untutored lines, makes it avared 
of acceptance. What I have done is yours, what I have to do is youn ; beiqg 
part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my dntj would 
show greater : meantime, as it is, it is bound to your Lordship, to wfamn I 
long life, still lengthened with happiness. 

Tour Lordship's in all duty, 

WniJAx Seakspxabi. 



THE ARGUMENT. 



Lucius Tarquinius (for his excessive pride sumamed Snperbns), after he hid 
caused his own father-in-law, Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, audi 
contrary to the Roman laws and customs, not requiring or staying for tka 
people's suffrages, had possessed himself of the kingdom, went, aooon* 
panied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardet. 
During which siege, the principal men of the army meeting one eveniqg 
at the tent of Scztus Tarquinius, the king's son, in their disconiaeB after 
supper, every one commended the virtues of his own wife ; among whoai 
CoUatinus extolled tlie incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. lo 
that pleasant humour they all posted to Rome, and intending, by their 
secret and sudden arrival, to make trial of that which eveiy one had be- 
fore avouched, only CoUatinus finds his wife (though it were late in the 
night) spinning amongst her maids : the other ladies were all found danc- 
ing and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemeR 
yielded CoUatinus the victory, and his wife the fame. At that time Seztiii 

X *Moletj:* porUon. 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECB. 45 

Tarqainiiis being inflamed with Lacrece' beauty, yet smothering his pas- 
BODS for the present, departed with the rest back to the camp ; from 
wheooe he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and was (according to 
bk estate) rojally entertained and lodged by Lncrece at Collatinm. The 
same night, he treacherously stealeth into her chamber, violently ravished 
her, and eariy in the morning speedeth away. Lncrece, in this lament- 
able plight, hastily dispatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father, 
another to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied 
with Jonias Bmtos, the other with Pnblios Yalerins ; and finding Lncrece 
attired in mourning habit, demanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first 
taking an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor, and whole 
manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself. Which done, 
with one consent they all vowed to root ont the whole hated family of the 
Tarqnhu; and bearing the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the 
peoi^ with the doer and manner of the vile deed, with a bitter invective 
against the tyranny of the king : wherewith the people were so moved, 
that with one consent and a general acclamation the Tarquins were all 
ailed, ad the state government changed from kings to consuls. 

1 From the besieged Ardea all in post, 

Borne bj the trustless wings of fabe desire, 
Lnst-breathM Tarquin leaves the Roman host, 
And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire, 
And girdle with embracing flames the waist 
Of GoUatine's fair love, Lucrece the chaste. 

2 Haply that name of chaste unhapp'ly set 

This bateless edge on his keen appetite. 
When Collatine unwisely did not let ^ 
To praise the clear unmatcbM red and white 
Which triumph'd in that sky of his delight. 
Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's beauties, 
With pure aspects did him peculiar duties. 

3 For he the night before, in Tarquin*s tent, 

Unlocked the treasure of his happy state ; 
What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate ; 
Reckoning his fortune at such high proud rate, 

* 'Let:' forbear. 
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That kings might be espoused to more fame. 
But king nor peer to sach a peerless dame. 

4 happiness enjoy'd but of a few 1 

And^ if possess'd, as soon deca/d and done 
As is the morning's silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun I 
An expired date, cancelled ere well began : 
Honour and beauty, in the owner^s arms, 
Are weakly fortress'd from a world of harms. 

5 Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 

The eyes of men without an orator ; 
What needeth then apologies be made 

To set forth that which is so singular 1 

Or why is CoUatine the publisher 
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 
From thievish ears, because it is his own 1 

6 Perchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty 

Suggested ^ this proud issue of a king ; 

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing. 

Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 

His high pitch'd thoughts, that meaner men should van 

That golden hap which their superiors want 

7 But some imtimely thought did instigate 

His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those : 
His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state, 
Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 
Oh rash false heat, wrapp'd in repentant cold, 
Thy hasty spring still blasts,^ and ne'er grows old I 

^ ^ Saggcstcd :* tempted.—' ' Blasts : ' used as a verb neater. 
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8 When at CoUatiam this false lord arriyed^ 

Well was he welcomed bj the Koman dame^ 
Within whose face beauty and virtue strived 
Which of them both should underprop her fame : 
When virtue bragg'd^ beauty would blush for 
shame; 
When beauty boasted blushes^ in despite 
Virtue would stain that or ^ with silver white. 

9 Bat beauty^ in that white intitulM^^ 

From Venus' doves doth challenge that fair field ; 
Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red. 
Which virtue gave the golden age, to gild 
Their silver cheeks, and call'd it then their shield ; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, — 
When shame assail'd, the red should fence the 
white. 

10 This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen. 

Argued by beauty's red, and virtue's white. 
Of cither's colour was the other queen, 
Proving from world's minority their right : 
Yet their ambition makes them still to fight ; 
The sovereignty of either being so great. 
That oft they interchange each other's seat. 

n This silent war of lilies and of roses 

Which Tarquin view'd in her fair face's field. 

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 
Where, lest between them both it should be kiird. 
The coward captive vanquished doth yield 

To those two armies that would let him go. 

Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 

» * Or : ' gold.—* * Intituled : ' Laving a title to. 
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12 Now thinks he that her husband's shallow tongue 

(The niggard prodigal that praised her so) 
In that high task hath done her beauty wrong. 
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show : 
Therefore that praise ^ which Collatine doth owe,' 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise^ 
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

13 This earthly saint^ adored by this devil, 

Little suspecteth the false worshipper ; 
For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on e?il ; 
Birds never limed no secret bushes fear : 
So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverend welcome to her princely guest, 
Whose inward ill no outward harm expressed : 

14 For that he coloured with his high estate. 

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 
That nothing in him seem'd inordinate. 
Save sometime too much wonder of his eye. 
Which, having all, all could not satisfy ; 
But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store. 
That, doy'd with much, he pineth still for more. 

15 But she that never coped with stranger eyes, 

Could pick no meaning from their parling ^ looks, 
Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 

Writ in the glassy margents of such books ; 

She touched no unknown baits, nor fear'd no 
hooks ; 
Nor could she moralise ^ his wanton sight. 
More than his eyes were open'd to the light 

* * PraiBo ; ' olj^ of praise.— ' * Owe : ' possess.—* * Parling : ' speaking.— 
* Moralise:* interpret. 
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16 lie stories to her ears her husband's fame^ 
Won iu the fields of fruitful Italy, 
And decks vrith praises CoUatine's high name, 
Made glorious by his manly chiralry, 
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory ; 
Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express. 
And, wordless, so greets heayen for his success, 

17 Far from the pm-pose of his coming thither. 
He makes excuses for his being there. 
No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear ; 
Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear, 
Upon the world dim darkness doth display, 
And in her vanity prison stows the day. 

18 For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed. 
Intending ^ weariness with heavy spright ; 
For, after supper, long he questioned ^ 
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night : 
Now leaden slumber with life's strength doth fight ; 
And every one to rest themselves betake, 
Saie thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, that 
wake* 

13 As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of his will's obtaining ; 
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, 
Though weak-built hopes persuade him to abstaining; 
Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining ; 
And when great treasure is the meed proposed. 
Though death be adjunct, there 's no death supposed. 

' ' Intending : ' pretending. — * ^ Questioned : * conversed. 

D 
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20 Those that much coTet are with gain so fond. 

That what thej have not, that which thej posses 
They scatter and unloose it from their bond,^ 

And so, by hoping more, they have but less ; 

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain. 
That they prore bankrupt in this poor-^rich gain. 

21 The aim of all is but to nurse the life 

With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age ; 
And in this aim there is such thwarting strife, 

That one for all, or all for one we gage ; 

As life for honour, in fell battle's rage ; 
Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth cost 
The death of all, and all together lost. 

22 So that in Tcnt'ring ill, we leave to be 

The things we are, for that which we expect ; 
And this ambitious foul infirmity, 

In having much, torments us with defect 
Of that we have : so then we do neglect 
The thing we have, and, all for want of wit. 
Make something nothing; by augnoenting it 

23 Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make. 

Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ; 
And for himself, himself he must forsake : 

Then where is truth if there be no self-trust ? 

When shall he think to find a stranger just. 
When he himself himself confounds, betrays 
To slanderous tongues, and wretched hateful daj^ 

24 Now stole upon the time the dead oi night. 

When heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes ; 

' * Their bond : * their secure hold. 
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No comfortable star did lend his light, 

No noise but owls' and wolres' death-boding cries ; 

Now serves the season that thej may surprise 
The sillj lambs : pure thoughts are dead and still, 
While lust and murder wake to stain and kill. 

25 And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed, 
Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm ; 
Is madly toss'd between desire and dread ; 
Th' one sweetly flatters, th' other feareth harm ; 
But honest Fear, bewitch'd with lust's foul charm. 
Both too too oft betake him to retire. 
Beaten away by brain-sick rude Desire. 

26 Bis falchion on a flint he softly smiteth. 

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly, 
^ereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, 

Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly : 
'As from this cold flint I enforced this fire. 
So Lucrece must I force to my desire.' 

27 Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 

The dangers of his loathsome enterprise. 
And in his inward mind he doth debate 

What following sorrow may on this arise ; 

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
His naked armour of still-slaughter'd hist, 
And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust : 

28 'Fair torch, bum out thy light, and lend it not 

To dai^en her whose light excclleth thine ! 
And die, unhallow'd thoughts, before you blot 
With your undeanness that which is divine ! 
Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine : 
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Let fair hnmanitj abhor the deed 
That spots aad Btaiua love's modest snov-white 
weed. 

29 'Oh shame to knighthood and to Bhiaing anns ! 

Oh foul dishonour to my household's grave I 
Oh impious act, inclnding all foul harms I 
A maHial man to be sofl fancy's slave ;^ 
True valour etill a true respect should have ; 
Then my digression^ ia so vile, so base, 
That it wiU live engraven in my face. 

30 ' Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 

And be an eye-sore in my golden coat ; 
Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive 

To cipher me, how fondly I did dote ; 

That my posterity, shamed with the note, 
Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that I their father had not been. 

31 * What win I if I gain the thing I seek ? 

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy : 
Who buys a minute's mirth to wail a week ^ 

Or sells eternity to get a toy ? 

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy 
Or what foud beggar, but to touch the crown, 
Would with tlie sceptre straight he strucken dowi 

32 ' If Collatinus dream of my intent. 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent ? 
This siege that hath engirt his marriage. 
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage, 
" Fancy's ilave:' Igve'silaTe— "Digreawon;' lor tmugratian. 
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This djing virtue, this surviving shame. 
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame ? 

33 ' Oh what excuse can my invention make. 

When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed 1 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints shake i 

Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed ? 

The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed ; 
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly, 
But, coward-like, with trembling terror die. 

34 ' Had Collatinus killed my son or sire, 

Or lain in ambush to betray my life. 
Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 

Might have excuse to work upon his wife ; 

As in revenge or quittal of such strife : 
But as he is my kinsman, mj dear friend, 
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end. 

35 ' Shameful it is ; — ay, if the fact be known : 

Hateful it is ; — there is no hate in loving : 
111 beg her love ; — but she is not her own ; 
The worst is but denial, and reproving : 
My will is strong, past reason's weak removing. 
Who fears a sentence or an old man's saw. 
Shall by a painted cloth ^ be kept in awe.' 

36 Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 

'Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will, 
And with good thoughts makes dispensation. 

Urging the worser sense for vantage still ; 

Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure efibcts, and doth so far proceed. 
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 

* ^ Fainted cloth : ' painted hangings inscribed with moral sentences. 
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37 Quoth he^ ^She took me kiodlj by the band. 

And gazed for tiduigs in my eager eyes. 
Fearing some bard news from the warlike band 

Where her belovdd Collatinos lies. 

Oh how her fear did make her colour rise ! 
First red as roses that on lawn we lay. 
Then white as lawn, the roses took ^ away. 

38 ^ And how her band^ in my band being lock'd. 

Forced it to tremble with her loyal fear ; 
Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock'd. 

Until her husband's welfare she did bear ; 

Whereat she smilfed with so sweet a cheer. 
That had Narcissus seen her as she stood. 
Self-love had never drown'd him in the flood. 

39 ^ Why hunt I then for colour or excuses ? 

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth ; 
Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses ; 

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows dreadetb : 
Affection is my captain^ and he leadeth ; 
And when his gaudy banner is displayed. 
The coward fights and will not be dismay'd. 

40 ^ Then^ childish fear, avaunt 1 debating, die ! 

Respect^ and reason, wait on wrinkled age ! 
My heart shall never countermand mine eye : 

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage ; 

My part is youth, and beats these from the stage : 
Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize ; 
Then who fears sinking where such treasure lies?' 

41 As com o'ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 

Is almost choked by unresisted lust 

* ^ Took : * being taken.—' * Bespcct : * prudence, tliat looks to oonseqacnccs. 
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Away he steals with open listening ear^ 
Full of foul hope, and full of fond mistrust ; 
Both which, as servitors to the unjust. 
So cross him with their opposite persuasion, 
That now he vows a league, and now invasion. 

2 TVithin his thought her heavenly image sits. 

And in the selfsame seat sits CoUatine : 
That eye which looks on her confounds his wits ; 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine. 
Unto a view so false will not incline ; 
But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart, 
Which, once corrupted, takes the worser part ; 

3 And therein heartens up his servile powers. 

Who, flattered by their leader's jocund show, 
Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours ; 

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow. 
Paying more slavish tribute than they owe. 
By reprobate desire thus madly led, 
'The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece' bed. 

4 The locks between her chamber and his will, 

Eadi one by him enforced, retires his ward ; 
But as they open, they all rate his ill. 

Which drives the creepiug thief to some regard ; 

The threshold grates the door to have him heard ; 
Night-wandering weasels shriek to see him there ; 
They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear, 

5 As each unwilling portal yields him way. 

Through little vents and crannies of the place 
The wind wars with his torch, to make him stay. 
And blows the smoke of it into his face. 
Extinguishing his conduct ^ in this case ; 

' * Condact : ' condactor. 
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But his hot heart, which fond desire doth soorch^ 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch : 

46 And being lighted, by the light he spies 

Lucretia's gloTe, wherein her needle sticks ; 

He takes it from the rushes ^ where it lies ; 
And griping it, the neeld ^ his finger pricks : 
As who should say. This glove to wanton tricks 

Is not inured ; return again in haste ; 

Thou seest our mistress' ornaments are chaste. 

47 But all these poor forbiddings could not stay him ; 

He in the worst sense construes their denial : 
The doors, the wind, the glove that did delay him 

He takes for accidental things of trial ; 

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial. 
Who with a lingering stay his course doth let, 
Till every minute pays the hour his debt. 

48 ^ So, so,' quoth he, 'these lets attend the time. 

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring, 
To add a more rejoicing to the prime. 

And give the sneapfed ^ birds more cause to sing. 

Pain pays the income of each precious thing ; 
Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shelves and 

sands. 
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.' 

49 Now is he come unto the chamber door 

That shuts him from the heaven of his thought, 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more. 
Hath ban^'d him from the blessed thing he sought 
So from himself impiety hath wrought, 

' * Rushes : ' with which apartments were strewed.—' ' Neeld : ' needle. — 
* ^ Sneaped : * checked. 
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That for his prey to pray he doth begin, 
As if the heayens should countenance his sin. 

50 But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer. 
Having solicited the eternal power. 
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair, 
And they would stand auspicious to the hour. 
Even there he starts : — quoth he, ' I must deflower ; 
The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact. 
How can they then assist me in the act ? 

51 ' Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide ! 

My will is back'd with resolution : 
Thoughts are but dreams till their efifects be tried. 

The blackest sin is clear'd with absolution ; 

Against love's fire fear's frost hath dissolution. 
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night 
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight/ 

52 This said, his guilty hand pluck'd up the latch, 

And with his knee the door he opens wide ; 
The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch ; 

Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 

Who sees the lurking serpent, steps aside ; 
But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing. 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 

53 Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,^ 

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 
The curtains being close, about he walks. 
Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head : 
By their high treason is his heart misled ; 
Which gives the watchword to his hand full soon. 
To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon. 

' * To Btalk : * to walk softly and warily, as a hontsman steals upon his game. 
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54 Look; as the fair and fiery-pointed snn. 

Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight ; 

Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To mvk, being blinded with a greater light : 
Whether it is that she reflects so bright. 

That dazzleth them, or else some shame supposiM ; 

But blind they are, and keep themselves enclosed. 

55 Oh, had they in that darksome prison died. 

Then had they seen the period of their ill ! 
Then CoUatine again, by Lucrece' side. 
In his clear bed might have reposM still : 
But they must ope, this blessed league to kill ; 
And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight. 

56 Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under, 

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss ; 
Who therefore angry, seems to part in sunder. 
Swelling on either side to want his bliss ; ' 
Between whose hills her head entombM is : 
Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies, 
To be admired of lewd unhallow'd eyes. 

57 Without the bed her other fair hand was. 

On the green coverlet ; whose perfect white 
Showed like an April daisy on the grass. 
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night 
Her eyes, like marigolds, had sbeath'd their light, 
And, canopied in darkness, sweetly lay. 
Till they might open to adorn the day. 

58 Her hair, like golden threads, play'd with her breath 

modest wantons I wanton modesty I 
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Showing life's triumph in the map of deaths 

And death's dim look in life's mortality : 

Eadi in her sleep themselves so beautify^ 

As if between them twain there were no strife^ 

Bat that life lived in death, and death in life. 

59 Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with bhie, 

A pair of maiden worlds unconquerfed, 
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew, 

And him by oath they truly honoured. 

These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred ; 
Who^ like a foul usurper, went about 
From this fair throne to heave the owner out. 

60 What could he see, but mightily he noted ? 

What did he note, but strongly he desired ? 
What he beheld, on that he firmly doted. 
And in his will his wilful eye he tired.^ 
With more than admiration he admired 
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin. 
Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin. 

61 As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey. 

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied. 
So o'er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay. 

His rage of lust by gazing qualified ; 

Slack'd, not suppress'd ; for standing by her side, 
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains. 
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

62 And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting. 

Obdurate vassals, fell exploits efiecting, 

* '• Tired : ' a hnntiog phrase ; the falcon was said to <tre, or glut himseir, on 
hm prey. 
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In bloody death and ravishment delighting^ 
Nor children's tears, nor mother's groans respecdi 
Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting : 
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking. 
Gives the hot charge, and bids them do their Iikii| 

63 His dnimming heart cheers up his burning ey^ 

His eye commends the leading to his hand ; 
His hand, as proud of such a dignity. 

Smoking with pride, march'd on to make his stao 
On her bare breast, the heart of all her land ; 
Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did scale. 
Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 

64 They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 

Where their dear governess and lady lies, 
Do tell her she is dreadfully beset. 

And fright her with confusion of their cries : 
She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock'd-up eji 
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming torch dimm'd and controll'd. 

65 Imagine her as one in dead of night 

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking, 
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprite. 

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking ; 

What terror 'tis 1 but she, in worser taking, 
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view 
The sight which makes supposM terror true. 

66 Wrapp'd and confounded in a thousand fears, 

Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies ; 
She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears 
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes : 
Such shadows are the weak brain's forgeries : 
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TVTio, angry that the eyes fly from their lights, 
In darkness daants them with more dreadful sights, 

67 His Iiand, that yet remains upon her breast, 
(Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall !) 
May feel her heart (poor citizen !) distressed. 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 
Beating her bulk,^ that his hand shakes withal. 
This moYOs in him more rage, and lesser pity. 
To make the breach, and enter this sweet city. 

68 First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 

To sound a parley to his heartless foe, 
^0 o'er the white sheet peers her whiter chin. 
The reason of this rash alarm to know. 
Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show ; 
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still. 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 

69 Thus he replies : ' The colour in thy face 

(That even for anger makes the lily pale, 
And the red rose blush at her own disgrace,) 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale : 
Under that colour am I come to scale 
% never-conquer'd fort ; the fault is thine, 
f*or those thine eyes betray thee unto mine. 

'0 ' Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide : 
Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this night, 
Where thou with patience must my will abide. 
My will that marks thee for my earth's delight. 
Which I to conquer sought with all my might ; 
Bat as reproof and reason beat it dead, 
Bj thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 

» ♦ Bulk : ' b<Kly. 
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71 ^ I see what crosses mj attempt will bring ; 

I know what thorns the growing rose defends ; 
I think the honej guarded with a sting : 
All this^ beforehand^ counsel comprehendi : 
But will is deaf^ and hears no heedfhl firiends ; 
OdIj he hath an eye to gaze on beauty^ 
And dotes on what he looks, Against law or duty. 

72 * I have debated, even in my soul. 

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall 
breed ; 
But nothing can affection's course control. 

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 

I know repentant tears ensue the deed. 
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity ; 
Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.' 

73 This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade, 

Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 
Couchety the fowl below with his wing's shade. 

Whose crooked beak threats if he mount be 
dies; 

So under his insulting falchion lies 
Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells 
With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon's bells. 

74 ' Lucrece,' quoth he, ' this night I must enjoy thee : 

If thou deny, then force must work my way. 
For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee ; 

That done, some worthless slare of thine I'll slay, 
To kill thine honour with thy life'a decay ; 
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him. 
Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace bim. 

1 i Coucheth :* makes to coach. 
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V5 ^ So thy saniTing husband shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye ; 
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain, 
Thy issue blurr'd vith nameless bastardy : 
And thoU; the author of their obloquy, 
Shah have thy trespass cited up in rhymes, 
And sung by children in succeeding times. 

76 ' But if thou yield, I rest thy secret fnend : 
The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ; 

A httle harm, done to a great good end. 
For lawful policy remains enacted. 
The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted 

Id a pore compound ; being so applied^ 

His Tenom in effect is purified. 

^7 * Then for thy husband and thy children's sake, 
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no derice can take^i 
The blemish that will nerer be forgot ; 
Worse than a slavish wipe, or birth-hour's blot : ' 
For marks descried in men's nativity 
Are nature's faults, not their own infamy.' 

^8 Here, with a cockatrice' dead-killing eye. 
He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause. 
While she, the picture of pure piety, 
like a white hind under the grype's^ sharp 

claws, 
Heads in a wilderness, where are no laws, 
To the rough beast that knows no gentle right. 
Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite : 

' • Birthhour's blot : • corporeal WemiBh,— « ♦ Grype : ' the eagle, or any 
*^ bird of prey. 
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79 But wlien a black-faced cloud the world doth thra 

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hidiug. 
From earth's dark womb some gentle gust doth ge( 

Which blows these pitchy vapours from their 
biding; 

Hindering their present fall by this diyiding ; 
So his unhallow'd haste her words delays. 
And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus play& 

80 Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally. 

While in his holdfast foot the weak mouse 
panteth ; 
Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth : 
His ear her prayers admits^ but his heart grantc 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining : 
Tears harden lust, though miarble wear with nuninj 

81 Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd 

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 
Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix'd. 

Which to her oratory adds more grace. 

She puts the period often from his place. 
And 'midst the sentence so her accent breaks. 
That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks. 

82 She cbnjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By knighthood; gentry, and sweet friendship's 
oath^ 
By her untimely tears, her husband's love. 
By holy human law, and common troth. 
By heaven and earth, and all the power of both, 
That to his borrow'd bed he make retire. 
And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 
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83 Qaoth she, ' Reward not hospitality 

With such black payment as thou hast pretended ; ^ 
Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee : 
Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 
End thy ill aim, before thy shoot be ended : 
He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 
To strike a poor unseasonable doe. 

84 ' My husband is thy friend, for his sake spare me ; 
Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake leave mo ; 
Myself a weaklings do not then ensnare me. 
Thou look'st not like deceit ; do not deceiye me : 
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave 
thee. 
If ever man were moved with woman's moans. 
Be movM with my tears, my sighs, my groans ; 

85 ' All which together, like a troubled ocean. 

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart. 
To soften it with their continual motion ; 

For stones dissolved to water do convert. 

Oh, if no harder than a stone thou art, 
Uelt at my tears and be compassionate ! 
Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 

86 'In Tarquin's likeness I did entertain thee ; 

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame ? 
To all the host of heaven I complain me. 

Thou wrongest his honour, wound'st his princely 
name. 

Thou art not what thou seem'st ; and if the same. 
Thou seem'st not what thou art, a god, a king ; 
For kings like gods should govern everything. 

^ 'Freteoded : * propoied to tbyselC 

B 
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87 ' How will thj shame be seeded in thine age. 

When thus thy yices bud before thj spring ! 

If in thy hope thou dar^ st do such outrage^ 

What dar'st thou not when once thou art a king 
Oh be remember 'd^ no outrageous thing 

From vassal actors can be wiped away ; 

Then kings' misdeeds cannot be hid in day. 

88 ' This deed will make thee only loved for fear, 

But happy monarchs still are fear'd for love : 
With foul offenders thou perforce must bear^ 
When they in thee the like offences prove : 
If but for fear of this thy will remove ; 
For princes arc the glass, the school, the book, 
Where subjects' eyes do learn, do read, do look. 

89 ^ And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall leai 

Must he in thee read lectures of such shame ? 
Wilt thou be glass, wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame, 
To privilege dishonour in thy name ? 
Thou back'st reproach against long-living laud. 
And mak'st fair reputation but a bawd 

90 ' Hast thou comn^and ? by him that gave it thee. 

From a pure heart command thy rebel will : 
Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all that brood to kilL 
Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil, 
When, patterned by thy fault, foul Sin may say. 
He leam'd to sin, and thou didst teach the way ? 

91 * Think but how vile a spectacle it were 

To view thy present trespass in another. 
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Men's facdts do seldom to themselyes appear ; 
Their own transgressions partially they smother : 
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy brother. 
Oh how are they wrapp'd in with infamies, 
That from their own misdeeds askaunce their eyes ! 

93 ' To thee, to thee, my heared-up hands appeal, 
Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier ; 
I sue for exiled majesty's repeal ; ^ 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire : 
His true respect will 'prison false desire. 
And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne. 
That thou shalt see thy state, and pity mine/ 

93 ' Have done,' quoth he, ' my uncontrolidd tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 
Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide, 
And with the wind in greater fury fret : 
The petty streams that pay a daily debt 
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls' haste. 
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.' 

^^ 'Thou art,' quoth she, 'a sea, a sovereign king ; 

And lo, there falls into thy boundless flood 
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy good. 
Thy sea within a puddle's womb is horsed, 
And not the puddle in thy sea dispei-scd. 

52 'So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave ; 
Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 
Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave ; 

* * Repeal : * recall. 
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Thoa loathdd in their shanie, they in thy pride : 
The lesser tiling should not the greater hide ; 
The cedar stoopa not to the base shrub's foot. 
But loT Ehmba vither at the cedar's root. 

96 'So let thy thoughts, low yassals to thy state' 

'No more/ quoth he, 'by heaven, I will Dot bear 
thee ; 
Yield to my love ; if not, enforcM hate, 

Instead of lore's coy touch, shall mdely tear thee ; 

That done, despitefuUy I mean to bear thee 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom. 
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.' 

97 This said, he sets his foot apon the tight. 

For light and lust are deadly enemies : 
Shame folded up in blind concealing night. 

When most nnseen, then most doth tyrannise. 

The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb criw 
Till with her own white fleece her Toice conUoll'd 
Entombs her outcry in her lips' sweet fold : 

98 For with the nightly linen that she wears, 

He pens her piteous clamours in her head ; 
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 

That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 

Oh, that prone ^ lust should stain so pore a bed 1 
The spots whereof could weeping purify. 
Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 

99 But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 

And he hath won what he would lose again. 
This forcM league doth force a fiirtber strife, 

' ' Fame: ' beidttrong- 
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This momentaiy joj breeds months of pain. 
This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 
Pure Chastity is rifled of her store^ 
And Lust^ the thief^ far poorer than before. 

100 Look, as the fiill-fed hound or gorgdd hawk, 
Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight, 
Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 

The prey wherein by nature they delight ; 
So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night : 
His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 
Devours his will that lived by foul devouring. 

101 Oh deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can comprehend in still imagination ! 
Drunken desire must vomit his receipt. 
Ere he can see his own abomination. 
While lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire. 
Till, like a jade, self-will himself doth tire. 

102 And then with lank and lean discolour'd cheek. 

With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless pace. 
Feeble desire, all recreant, poor, and meek. 
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 
The flesh being proud, desire doth fight with grace. 
For there it revels ; and when that decays, 
The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

103 So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chased ; 
For now against himself he sounds this doom. 
That through the length of times he stands dis- 
graced : 
Besides, his soul's fair temple is defaced ; 
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To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares^ 
To ask the spotted princess how she fares. 

104 She says, her subjects with foul insurrection 

Have batter'd down her consecrated wall, 
And by their mortal fault brought in subjection 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 
To living death, and pain perpetual ; 
Which in her prescience she controllM still, 
But her foresight could not forestall their will 

1 05 Even in this thought, through the dark night he steals 

A captive victor, that hath lost in gain ; 
Bearing away the wound that nothing healetb, 
The scar that will, despite of cure, remain. 
Leaving his spoil perplex'd in greater pain. 
She bears the load of lust he left behind. 
And he the burthen of a guUty mind. 

106 He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence ; 

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there : 
He scowls, and hates himself for his offence ; 
She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tea 
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear ; 
She stays exclaiming on the direful night ; 
He runs, and chides his vanish'd, loathed delight 

107 He thence departs a heavy convertite ; 

She there remains a hopeless castaway : 
He in his speed looks for the morning light ; 

She prays she never may behold the day ; 

' For day,' quoth she, ' night's scapes doth open 
And my tnie eyes have never practised how 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 
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108 ' They think not but that every eye can see 

The same disgrace which they themselves behold ; 
And therefore would they still in darkness be, 
To bare their unseen sin remain untold ; 
For they their guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And giaye^ like water that doth eat in steel. 
Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I feel/ 

109 Here she exclaims against repose and rest, 

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind. 

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast, 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may find 
Some purer chest, to close so pure a mind. 

Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her spite 

Against the unseen secrecy of night : 

110 '0 comfort-killing Night, image of hell 1 

Dim register and notary of shame ! 
Black stage for tragedies and murders fell ! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame ! 

Blind muffled bawd I dark harbour for defame I 
Grim cave of death, whispering conspirator 
With dose-tongued treason and the ravisher ! 

Jll '0 hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night, 

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime, 
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light, 
Make war against proportioned courae of time I 
Or, if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 
Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head. 

112 'With rotten damps ravish the morning air : 

Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make sick 
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The life of pnrity, the enpreme fiur. 

Ere he arriTe his vearj nooDtide prick ; ^ 
ADd let thy musty Tapoors march so thick. 
That Id their smoky ranks his smother'd light 
May set at nooD, and make perpetoal sight 

113 'Were Tarquin night (as he is but Night's child). 

The silTer-ehining queen he TOald distain ; 
Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defiled, 
Throtigb Night's black bosom should not peep agun 
So should I have copartners in my pain : 
And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage, 
As palmers' chat makes short their pilgrimage. 

114 ' Where ^ now I have no one to blush with me, 

To cross their arms, and bang their heads with min 
To mask their brows, and hide their infamy ; 
But I alone alone must sit and pine. 
Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine. 
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with groans, 
Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans. 

115 ' Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke. 

Let not the jealous Day behold that face 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 

Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace ! 

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place. 
That all the faults which in thy reign are made. 
May likewise be sepfilcher'd in thy shade ! 

116 ' Make me not object to the tell-tale Day I 

The light will show, char&cter'd in my brow. 
The story of sweet Chastity's decay, 

" Noontide prick : ' point of noon.— " Where:' whereia. 
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The impions breach of holy wedlock tow : 
Tea, the illiterate, that know Dot how 
To 'cipher what is writ in learn fed books, 
Will qaote ^ my loathsome trespass in my looks. 

117^ The nnrse, to still her child, will tell my story, 

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin's name ; 

The orator, to deck his oratory. 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin's shame ; 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 

Will tie the hearers to attend each line. 

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine. 

118 * Let my good name, that senseless reputation. 
For CoUatine's dear love be kept unspotted : 

If that be made a theme for disputation. 
The branches of another root are rotted. 
And undesenred reproach to him allotted, 

That is as clear from this attaint of mine. 

As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine. 

119^0 unseen shame I inyisible disgrace ! 

unfelt sore ! crest- wounding, private scar 1 
Reproach is stamp'd in Collatinus' face. 

And Tarquin's eye may read the mot ^ afar. 
How he in peace is wounded^ not in war. 
Alas, how many bear such shameful blows. 
Which not themselves, but he that gives them, knows I 

120 'If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me. 

From me by strong assault it is bereft. 
My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee. 
Have no perfection of my summer left, 
But robb'd and ransack'd by injurious theft : 

' * Qaote : ' mark.^* * Mot : ' motto. 
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Id thy veak hive a vandering vasp bath crept, 
And snck'd the honey which thy chaste bee kept 

121 'Yet am I guilty of thy honoui'a wrack, — 

Yet for thy honour did I entertain him ; 

Coming from thee, I could not put him back, 

For it had been dishonour to disdain him : 

Besidea of weariness he did complain him. 

And talk'd of virtue ; — Oh, unlook'd-for evil, 

When virtue is profaned in Buch a devil I 

122 'Why shonld the worm intrude the maiden bodt 

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows' nests ? 
Or toads infect fair founts with venom drnd ? 
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts 1 
Or kings be breakers of their own behests t 
But no perfection is so absolute 
That some impurity doth not pollute. 

123 ' The ag^d man that coffers up his gold 

Is plagued with cramps, and gouts, and painful fi 
And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold. 
But like still-pining Tantalus he sits. 
And useless barns the harvest of his wits ; 
Having no other pleasure of Lis gain, 
But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 

124 'So then he hath it, when he cannot use it. 

And leaves it to be master'd by his young ; 
Who in their pride do presently abuse it : 

Their father was too weak, and they too strong, 
To hold their curs^d-blesaed fortune long. 
The sweets we wish for turn to loathM sours. 
Even in the moment that we call them onis. 
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125 * Unroly blasts wait on the tender spring ; 

Unwholesome weeds take root with precious flowers ; 

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing ; 
What Yirtue breeds iniquity devours : 
We hare no good that we can saj is ours. 

But iU-annexdd Opportunity 

Or kills his Ufe^ or else his quality. 

126 ' Opportunity ! thy guilt is great : 

Tis thou that executest the traitor's treason ; 
Then sett'st the wolf where he the lamb may get ; 

Whoerer plots the sin, thou 'point'st the season ; 

Tis t^ou that spum'st at right, at law, at reason ; 
And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him. 
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him. 

127 ' Thou mak'st the vestal violate her oath ; 

Thou blow'st the fire when temperance is thaw'd ; 
Thou smother'st honesty, thou murder'st troth ; 

Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd ! 

Thou plantest scandal, and displacest laud : 
Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief, 
Thj honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief I 

1 28 'Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame ; 

Thy private feasting to a public fast ; 
% smoothing ^ titles to a ragged name ; 
Thy sugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood taste : 
Thy violent vanities can never last, 
^ow conies it then, vile Opportunity, 
^ing so bad, such numbers seek for thee 1 

^29 'When wilt thou be the humble suppliant's friend, 
And bring him where his suit may be obtained ? 

* * Smoothing : ' flattering. 
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When wilt thou sort ^ an hour great strifes to en dl 
Or free that soul which wretchedness hath chain'd 
Give phjaic to the sick, ease to the pain'd ? 
The poor, lame, hlind, halt, creep, cry out for thee 
But they ne'er meet with Opportunity. 

130 'The patient dies while the physician sleeps ; 

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds ; 
Justice is feasting while the widow weeps ; 

Advice is sporting while iufectioo breeds ; 

Thou grant'st no time for charitable deeds : 
Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder's rages. 
Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages. 

131 ' When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee, 

A thousand crosses keep them irom thy aid ; 

They buy thy help ; but Sin ne'er gives a fee, 

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appay'd* 

As well to hear as grant what he hath B^d. 

My Collatine would else have come to me 

When Tarquin did, but he was sta/d by thee. 

132 ' Gnilty thou art of murder and of theft ; 

Guilty of perjury and subornation ; 
Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift ; 

Guilty of incest, that abomination ; 

An accessary by thine inclination 
To all sins past, and all that are to come, 
From the creation to the general doom. 

133 'Misshapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night, 

Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly Care ; 
Eater of youth, false slave to false delight, 

' ' Sort i ' uaign.— ' ' Appcf'd : ' Botitfied. 
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Base watch of woes, Sin's packhorse, Virtue's snar 
Thou nursest all, and murderest all that are. 

Oh hear me then, injurious, shifting Time ! 

Be guilty of my death, since of mj crime. 

134 * Why hath thy servant. Opportunity, 

Betra/d the hours thou gav'st me to repose ? 
Gancell'd my fortunes, and enchainM me 
To endless date of neyer-ending woes ? 
Tune's office is to fine ^ the hate of foes ; 
To eat up errors by opinion bred, 
Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 

135 ' Time's glory is to calm contending kings, 

To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to light. 
To stamp the seal of time in aged things. 
To wake the mom, and sentinel the night. 
To wrong the wronger till he render right ; 
To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours. 
And smear with dust their glittering golden towers 

136 'To fill with worm-holes stately monuments. 

To feed oblivion with decay of things. 
To blot old books, and alter their contents. 
To pluck the quills from ancient ravens' wings. 
To dry the old oak's sap, and cherish springs ; ^ 
To spoil antiquities of hammer'd steel. 
And turn the giddy round of Fortune's wheel : 

^37 * To show the beldame daughters of her daughter, 
To make the child a man, the man a child. 
To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter. 
To tame the unicorn and lion wild> 
To mock the subtle, in themselves beguiled ; 

* • Fine : * put an end to.— » * Springs : ' shooto. 
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To cheer the plooghmaa with iQcreaseful crops, 
And WB&te huge stones with litUe water-drops. 

138 ' Whj work'st thou mischief in thj pilgrimage. 

Unless thoQ couldst return to make amends ! 

One poor retiring ^ minnte in an age 

Would purchase thee a thoosand thousand frieadi 
Lending him wit, that to bad debtors lends : 

Ob, this dread night, wonldst thou one honr come 
back, 

I could prevent this storm, and shun thj wrack ! 

139 ' Thou ceaseless lackey to etemitj, 

With some mischance cross Tarqmn in hia Sight : 
Devise extremes beyond extremity. 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night : 
Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright ; 
Aud the dire thought of his committed evil 
Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devii 

140 ' Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances, 

AfSict him in his bed with bedrid groans ; 
Let there bechance htm pitifiil mischancesj, 
To make him moan, but pity not his moans : 
Stone him with harden'd hearts, harder than stone 
And let mild women to him lose their mildness, 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 

141 ' Let him have time to tear his curled hair. 

Let him have time against himself to rave. 
Let him have time of Time's help to despair. 
Let him have time to live a loathe slave. 
Let him have time a beggar's orts to crave ; 

' 'Betiring ; ' tctumlng. 
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And time to see one that bj alms doth lire, 
Disdain to him disdainM scraps to give. 

142 ' Let him hare time to see his friends his foes^ 

And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 
Let him hare time to mark how slow time goes 
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 
His time of folly and his time of sport : 
And erer let his nnrecalling ^ crime 
Hare time to wail the abusing of his time. 

143 '0 Time, thou tutor both to good and bad, 

Teach me to curse him that thou taught'st this ill ! 
At his own shadow let the thief run mad, 

Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 

Such wretched hands such wretched blood should 
spill : 
For who so base would such an office have 
As slanderous deathVman to so base a slave 1 

144 * The baser is he, coming from a kiug, 

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate. 
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 

That makes him' honour'd, or begets him hate ; 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 
The moon being clouded, presently is miss'd. 
Bat little stars may hide them when they list 

145 ' The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire. 
And nnperceived fly with the fllth away ; 
But if the like the snow-white swan desire. 
The stain upon his silver down will stay. 
Po(ur grooms are sightless night, kingi glorious day. 

' ^ Unrecalliog : * noi to be recalled. 
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Gnats are unnoted whereso'er thej Sy, 
Bat eagles gazed apon vlth eTery eje. 

146 ' Oat, idle Tords, serraDta to shallow fools I 
Unprofitable sounds^ weak arbitrators ! 
Basj jottrselres in skiU-contending schools. 

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters ; 
To trembling clients be yon mediators : 
For me, I force ^ not argument a straw, 
Since that my case is past the help of law. 

117 'Id vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night ; 

In vain I cavil with my infamy. 

In Tain I spurn at my confirm'd despite : 
This helpless smoke of words doth me do right 

The remedy indeed to do me good. 

Is to let forth my foul defilM blood. 

148 ' Poor hand, why quiver'st thou at this decree 1 

Honour thyself to rid me of this shame ; 
For if I die, my honour lives in thee. 
But if I live, thou liv'st in my defame : 
Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame. 
And wast afeai-'d to scratch her wicked foe. 
Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.' 

149 This said, from her betumbled couch she starteth. 

To find some desperate instrument of death : 
But this no-slaughter-house no tool imparteth, 
To make more vent for passage of her breath, 
lYhich thronging through her lips so vanishetb 
As smoke from ^tna, that in lur consumes. 
Or that which from dischargM canaoD fumes. 

■ * Forae : ' regard or Tdos. 
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150 ' In raio/ quoth she, ' I live, and seek in vain 
Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 

I fear'd bj Tarquin's falchion to be slain^ 

• Yet for the selfsame purpose seek a knife : 
But i^hen I fear'd^ I was a loyal wife ; 

So am I now : — Oh no, that cannot be ; 

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 

151 'Oh! that is gone, for which I sought to live, 
And therefore now I lieed not fear to die. 
To dear this spot by death, at least I give 
A badge of fame to slander's livery ; 
A dying life to living infamy ; 
Poor helpless help, the treasure stolen away. 
To bum the guiltless casket where it lay I 

152 'Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know 
The stained taste of violated troth ; 
I will not wrong thy true afiection so. 
To flatter thee with an infringed oath ; 
This bastard gi-aff shall never come to growth : 
He shall not boast, who did thy stock pollute. 
That thou art doting father of his fruit. 

133 'Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought. 
Nor laugh with his companion at thy state ; 
Bat thou shalt know thy interest was not bought 
Basely with gold, but stolen from forth thy gate. 
For me, I am the mistress of my fate, 
And with my trespass never will dispense. 
Till life to death acquit my forced offence. 

154 ' I will not poison thee with my attaint. 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin'd excuses ; 

F 
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My sable grouBd of sin I will not painty 

To hide the truth of this false night's abases : 
My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes like sluices, 
Aa from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale. 
Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure tale/ 

1 55 By tbis> lamenting Philomel had ended 

The well-tuned warble of her nightly sorrow, 
And solemn Night with slow 9ad gait descended 
To ugly hell ; when, lo ! the blushing morrow 
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow : 
But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see. 
And therefore still in night would cloistered be. 

156 Revealing day through every cranny spies, 

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping; 
To whom she sobbing speaks : ' Oh eye of eyes, 

Why pry'st thou through my window 1 leave thy 
peeping ; 

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that af c sleeping; 
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing Mght, 
For day hath nought to do what's done by night' 

157 Thus cavils she with everything she sees : 

True grief is fond ^ and testy as a child. 
Who wayward once, his mood with nought agrees. 
Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild : 
Continuance tames the one ; the other wild, 
Like an unpractised swimmer plunging stiB, 
With too much labour drowns for want of skill. 

158 So she, deep-drenchfed in a sea of care, 

Holds disputation with each thing she views, 
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And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 

No object but her passion's strength renews ; 

And as one shifts^ another straight ensues : 
Sometime her grief is dumb^ and hath no words ; 
Sometime 'tis mad, and too much talk ajffbrds. 

159 The little birds, that tune their morning's joy, 

Make her moans mad with their sweet melodj. 
For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy; 
Sad souls are slain in merry company ; 
Grief best is pleased with griefs society : 
True sorrow then is feelingly su£Sced 
When with like semblance it is sympathised 

160 Tis double death to drown in ken of shore ; 

He ten times pines that pines beholding food : 
To see the salve doth make the wound ache more ; 

Great grief grieves most at that would do it good ; 

Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood. 
Who, being stopp'd, the bounding banks o'erflows : 
Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows. 

161 'You mocking birds,' quoth she, 'your tunes entomb 

Within your hollow-swelling feather'd breasts. 
And in my hearing be you mute and dumb ! 

(My restless discord loves no stops nor rests ; 

A woful hostess brooks not merry guests :) 
Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 
Distress likes dumps ^ when time is kept with tears. 

162 'Come, Philomel, that sing'st of ravishment, 

Make thy sad grove in my dishevell'd hair. 
As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment, 

1 * Dumps : ' melancholy aira. 
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So I at each sad strain will strain a tear^ 
And with deep groans the diapason bear : 
For burthen-wise I '11 hum on Tarquin stiD, 
While thou on Tereus descant'st better skilL' 

1 63 ' And whiles against a thorn thou bear'st thy part> 
To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I, 
To imitate thee weli, against my heart 

Will fix a sharp knife, to afinght mine eye, 
Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 
These means, as frets upon an instrument. 
Shall tune our hea^trings to true languishment. 

164: 'And for, poor bird, thou sing'st not in the day, 
As shaming any eye should thee behold. 
Some dark deep desert, seated from the way. 
That knows nor parching heat nor freezing cold. 
We will find out ; and there we will unfold 
To creatures stem sad tunes, to change their kinds : 
Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle minds. 

165 As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze, 

WUdly determining which way to fly. 
Or one encompass'd with a winding maze. 

That cannot tread the way out readily ; 

So with herself is she in mutiny, 
To live or die which of the twain were better. 
When life is shamed, and death reproach's debtor. 

166 'To kill myself,' quoth she, ' alack ! what were it, 

But with my body my poor soul's pollution 1 
They that lose half, with greater patience bear it. 
Than they whose whole is swallow'd in confusion 
That mother tries a merciless conclusion, 

^ « Better skill : * with better skilL 



THE RAPE OF LUCBECE. 85 

Who, haying two sweet babes, when death takes one^ 
Will slay the other, and be nurse to none. 

167 ' My body or my soul, which was the dearer ? 

When the one pure, the other made divine. 
Whose loYO of either to myself was nearer ? 

When both were kept for heayen and CoUatine. 

Ah me ! the bark peeFd from the lofty pine. 
His leaves will wither, and his sap decay ; 
So must my soul, her bark being peel'd away. 

168 ' Her house is sack'd, her quiet interrupted. 
Her mansion batter'd by the enemy ; 
Her sacred temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupted, 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 
Then let it not be called impiety. 
If in this blemished fort I make some hole 
Through which I may convey this troubled soul. 

169 'Yet die I wiU not, tiU my CoUatine 

Have heard the cause of my untimely death ; 
That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine. 

Revenge on him that made me stop my breath. 

My stainM blood to Tarquin I '11 bequeath. 
Which by him tainted, shall for him be spent. 
And as his due, writ in my testament. 

170 'My honour I'll bequeath unto the knife 

That wounds my body so dishonoured. 
'Tis honour to deprive dishonoured life ; 
The one will live, the other being dead : 
So of shame's ashes shall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murther shameful scorn : 
My shame so dead, mine honour is new-bom. 
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171 ' Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost. 

What legacy shall I bequeath to thee 1 
Mj resolution, Love, shall be thy boast^ 

By whose example thou revenged may'st be. 

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe. 
And, for my sake, serve thou false Tarquin so. 

1 72 ' This brief abridgment of my will I make : 

My soul and body to the skies and ground ; 
My resolution, husband, do thou take ; 

Mine honour be the knife's that makes my 
wound ; 

My shame be his that did my fame confound ; 
And all my fame that lives disbursM be 
To those that live, and think no shame of me. 

1 73 ' Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee ^ this will ; 

How was 1 overseen that thou shalt see it ! 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill ; 
My life's foul deed, my life's fair end shall free it 
Paint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, " So be it," 

Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer thee ; 

Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors be.' 

1 74 This plot of death when sadly she had laid. 

And wiped the brinish pearl from her bright eyes, 
With untuned tongue she hoarsely call'd her maid, 

Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ; 

For fleet-wing'd duty with thought's feathers flies. 
Poor Lucrece' cheeks unto her maid seem so 
As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow. 

* * Oversee : ^ overseen, in addition to executors, were frequently appointed 

in wills. 
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1 75 Her mistress she doth giye demure good morrow^ 

With soft-slow toDgue^ true mark of modesty^ 
And sorts a sad look to her lad/s sorrow^ 

(For why t her face wore sorrow's liyery,) 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsM so, 
Nor why her fair cheeks OYor-wash'd with woe. 

176 But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set, 

Each flower moisten'd like a melting eye ; 

E?en so the maid with swelling drops 'gan wet 

Her cirded eyne, enforced by sympathy 

Of those fair suns, set in her mistress' sky, 

Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their light. 

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. 

177 A pretty while these pretty creatures stand. 

Like iyory conduits coral cisterns filling : 
One justly weeps ; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling : 
Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ; 
Grieying themselves to guess at others' smarts. 
And then they drown their eyes, or break their hearts. 

178 For men hare marble, women waxen minds. 

And therefore are they form'd as marble will ; ^ 
The weak oppressed, the impression of strange kinds 
Is form'd in them by force, by fraud, or skill : 
Then call them not the authors of their ill. 
No more than wax shall be accounted evil. 
Wherein is stamp'd the semblance of a devil. 

1^9 Their smoothness, like a goodly champaigti plain, 
Lays open all the little worms that creep ; 

* ' As miirble will : ' as men will. 
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In men, as in a roogb-groTn grore, remain 
Cave-keeping evils that obscorely sleep : 
Through crystal walls each httle mote will peep : 
Though men can cover crimes with bold stem look^ 
Poor women's faces are their own faults' book& 

ISO No man inveigh against the withei^d flower. 

But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill'dl 

Not that devour'd, but that which doth devour. 

Is worthy blame. Oh, let it not be hild ^ 

Poor women's faults, that they are so fulfill'd 

With men's abuses ! those proud lords, to blame, 

Make weak-made women tenauta to their shame. 

181 The precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 

Aasail'd by night with drcumstances strong 
Of present death, and shame that might ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to resistance did belong. 
That dying fear through all her body spread ; 
And who cannot abuse a body dead 1 

182 By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 

To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 
' My girl,' quoth she, ' on what occasion break 

Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are 
raining ^ 

If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining, 
Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood : 
If tears could help, mine own would do me good 

183 'But tell me, girl, when went' — (and there she sta/J 

Till after a deep groan) * Tarqoin from hence \ ' 
' Madam, ere I was np,' repUed the maid, 

' ' BM : ' held — bo spelt fbr tha uke of the ibjutt. 
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^ The more to blame mj sluggard negligence : 
Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense^ 
Myself was stirring ere the break of day^ 
And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away. 

184 'But, lady, if your maid may be so bold, 

She would request to know your heaviness/ 
'Oh peace!' quoth Lucrece; 'ff it should be told. 
The repetition cannot make it less ; 
For more it is than I can well express : 
And that deep torture may be calFd a hell, 
When more is felt than one hath power to tell. 

185 'Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen — 

Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 
What should I say ? — One of my husband's men 
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear ; 
Bid him with speed prepare to carry it : 
The cause craves haste, and it will soon be writ.' 

186 Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write. 

First hovering o'er the paper with her quill : 
Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ; 

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will ; 

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill : 
Much like a press of people at a door. 
Throng her inventions, which shall be before. 

13? At last she thus begins : ' Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee. 
Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe t' afford 
(If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see) 
Some present speed to come and visit me : 
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So I commend me from our house in grief ; 

My woes are tedious, though my words are brief/ 

188 Here folds she up the tenor of her woe, 

Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 
By this short schedule Oollatine may know 

Her grief, but not her griefs true quality ; 

She dares net thereof make disoo?ery, 
Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse. 
Ere she with blood had stain'd her stain'd excuse. 

189 Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 

She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her ; 
When sighs and groans and tears may grace the fa8hi<» 
Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 
From that suspicion which the world might bear her 
To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter 
With words, till action might become them better. 

190 To see sad sights moves more than hear them told ; 

For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion ^ that it doth behold. 

When every part a part of woe doth bear. 

'Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear : 
Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow fords, 
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of words. 

191 Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ, 

' At Ardea to my lord with more than haste : ' 

The post attends, and she delivers it. 

Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as fast 
As lagging fowls before the northern blast 

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she deems; 

Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 

> ' Motion : ' durob-Bliow. 
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192 The homely TiUain conrt'sies to her low ; 

And blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Receives the scroll, without or yea or no, 
And fordi with bashful innocence doth bie. 
But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie, 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 

For Lncrece thought he blush'd to see her shame ; 

• 

193 When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity. 
Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
To talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely : 
Even so, this pattern of the worn-out age 
Pawned honest looks, but laid no words to gage. 

194 His kindled duty kindled her mistrust. 

That two red fires in both their faces blazed ; 
She thought he blushed, as knowing Tarquin's lust, 

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gazed ; 

Her earnest eye did make him more amazed ; 
The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish. 
The more she thought he spied in her some blemish. 

195 Bat long she thinks till he return again. 

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 
The weary time she cannot entertain. 
For now 'tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan : 
So woe hath wearied woe, moan tirfed moan. 
That she her plaints a little while doth stay. 
Pausing for means to mourn some newer way. 

196 At last she caUs to mind where hangs a piece 

Of skilful painting, made for Priam's Troy ; 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 
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For Helen's rape the city to destroy. 
Threatening cloud-kissing Uion with annoy ; 
Which the conceited^ painter drew so proud. 
As heaven (it seem'd) to kiss the turrets bow'd. 

197 A thousand lamentable objects there, 

In scorn of Nature, Art gave lifeless life : 
Many a dry drop seem'd a weeping tear. 
Shed for the slaughter'd husband by the wife : 
The red blood reek'd to show the painter's strife; 
And dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy lights, 
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 

198 There might you see the labouring pioneer 

Begrimed with sweat and smeardd all with dust ; 
And from the towers of Troy there would appear 
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust. 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust : 
Such sweet observance in the work was had. 
That one might see those far-off eyes look sad. 

199 In great commanders grace and majesty 

You might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 
In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ; 
And here and there the painter interlaces 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces 
Which heartless peasants did so well resemble. 
That one would swear he saw them quake and treml 

200 In Ajax and Ulysses, oh what art 

Of physiognomy might one behold I 
The face of either 'cipher'd cither's heart ; 
Their face their manners most expressly told : 
In Ajax' eyes blunt rage and rigour roli'd ; 

* * Conceited : * imaginative, iogenioas. 
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But the mild glance that sly Dljsses lent^ 
ShoVd deep regard and smiling government. 

ZOl There pleading might jou see grave Nestor stand. 
As 'twere encouraging the Greeks to fight ; 
Making such sober action with his hand. 

That it beguiled attention, charmed the sight : 
In speech, it seem'd, his beard, all silver white. 
Wagged up and down, and from his lips did fly 
Thin winding breath, which purFd up to the skjr. 

202 About him were a press of gaping faces. 

Which seem'd to swallow up his sound advice ; 
All jointly listening, but with several graces. 
As if some mermaid did their ears entice ; 
Some high, some low, the painter was so nice : 
The scalps of many, almost hid behind. 
To jump up higher seem'd to mock the mind. 

203 Here one man's hand lean'd on another's head. 

His nose being shadow'd by his neighbour's ear ; 
Here one, being throng'd, bears back, all boU'n ^ and 
red; 
Another, smother'd, seems to pelt ^ and swear ; 

And in their rage such signs of rage they bear, 
As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words. 
It seem'd they would debate with angry swords. 

204 For mudi imaginary work was there ; 

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,^ 
That for Achilles' image stood his spear, 
Grip'd in an armdd hand ; himself, behind, 
Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 

"BolTn:' swollen.—' *PeU:' be in a clamorous passion; to discharge 
W; words as pelletfl.—** Kind:' natural. 
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A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 

Stood for the whole to be imaging \ 

205 And from the walls of strong-besiegM Troy, 

When their brave hope, bold Hect^M", mardi'd to 
field, 
Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 
* To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield ; 
And to their hope they such odd action yield. 
That through their light joy seemdd to appear 
(Like bright things stain'd) a kind of heavy fear. 

206 And, from the strond of Dardan, where they fought^ 

To Simois^ reedy banks, the red blood ran, 
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled shore, and than ^ 
Retire again, till meeting greater ranks 
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois^ banks. 

207 To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come. 

To find a face where all distress is steFd. * 
Many she sees, where cares have carvM some. 

Bat none where all distress and dolour dwell'd. 

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld. 
Staring on Priam's wounds with her old eyea^ 
Which bleeding under Pyrrhus' proud foot lies. 

208 In her the painter had anatomised 

Time's ruin, beauty's wrack, and grim care's reign- 
Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguised S 
Of what she was no semblance did remain : 
Her blue blood, changed to black in every vein, 

1 (Than:' used for then.— < ^ Stel'd : * traced. 
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Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes had fed, 
Showed life imprisoned in a bodj dead. 

209 On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes, 

And shapes her sorrow to the beldame's woes, 
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 
And bitter words to ban her cruel foes : 
The painter was no god to lend her those ; 
And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wrong, 
To gire her so much grief, and not a tougue. 

210 ' Poor instrument/ quoth she, ' without a sound, 

ril tone thj woes with mj lamenting tongue : 
And drop sweet balm in Priam's painted wound. 
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong, 
And with my tears quench Troy that bums so long ; 
And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 

211 'Show me the strumpet that began this stir. 

That with my nails her beauty I may tear. 
Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 
This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear : 
Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here : 
And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye. 
The sire^ the son, the dame, and daughter, die. 

212 ' Why i^ould the private pleasure of some one 

Become the public plagiie of many mo P 
Let sin, alone committed, light alone 

Upon his head that hath transgressM so. 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe ; 
For one's offence why should so many fall. 
To plague a priTate sin in general \ 

' Mo : * more. 
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213 ' LO; here weeps Hecuba^ here Priam dies. 

Here manlj Hector faints, here Troilos swoun 

Here frietid by friend in bloody diannel lies, 

And friend to friend gives unadvisM ^ woondfi 

And one man's lust these many lires confoond 

Had doting Priam check'd his son's desire, 

Troy had been bright with fame, and not with fii 

214 Here feelingly she weeps Tro/s painted woes : 

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell. 
Once set on ringings with his own weight goes ; 
Then little strength rings out the dolefrd kneU 
So Lucrece set a-work, sad tales doth tell 
To pencilled pensiveness and coloured sorrow ; 
She lends them words, and she their looks doth bo 

215 She throws her eyes about the painting, round. 

And whom she finds forlorn, she doth lament : 
At last she sees a wretched image bound. 

That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent , 
His face, though ftiU of cares, yet show'd contei 
Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he goes. 
So mild, that Patience seem'd to scorn his woes. 

216 In him the painter laboured with his skill 

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, 

A brow unbent, that seem'd to welcome woe ; 

Cheeks, neither red nor pale, but mingled so 
That blushing red no guilty instance gave. 
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have. 

217 But, like a constant and confirmM devil^ 

He entertain'd a show so seeming just, 

* ^ Swoimdfl : * swoons. — ^ * Unadvised : * unknowing. 
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And therein so eDSOonced his secret eyil^ 
That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust 
Into so bright a day such black-faced storms. 
Or blot with heU-bom sin such saint-like forms. 

218 The well-skill'd workman this mild image drew 
For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story 
The credulous old Priam after slew ; 

Whose words, like wildfire, burnt the shining glory 
Of rich built Ilion, that the skies were sorry. 
And little stars shot from their fixM places, 
When their glass fell, wherein they vieVd their faces. 

219 This picture she advisedly ^ perused. 

And chid the painter for his wondrous skill ; 
Saying, some shape in Sinon's was abused. 

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill ; 

And still on him she gazed, and gazing stilly 
Such signs of truth in his plain face she spied, 
That she concludes the picture was belied. 

220 ' It cannot be,' quoth she, ' that so much guile ' — 

(She would have said) * can lurk in such a look ; ' 
But Tarquin's shape came in her mind the while, 

And from her tongue ^ can lurk ' from ' cannot ' 
took; 

* It cannot be ' she in that sense forsook. 
And turned it thus : ^ It cannot be, I find. 
Bat such a face should bear a wicked mind : 

221 ' For even as subtle Sinon here is painted, 

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 

' * Advisedly : * attentively. 
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(As if with grief or travail he had fainted). 
To me came Tarquin armM ; so beguiled ^ 
With outward honesty, but yet defiled 
With inward vice : as Priam him did cherish. 
So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish, 

222 ' Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes. 

To see those borrow'd tears that Sinon sheds. 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise 1 

For every tear he falls,^ a Trojan bleeds ; 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds : 
Those round dear pearls of his, that move thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchless fire to bum thy city. 

223 ' Such devils steal effects from lightless hell ; 

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold. 
And in that cold, hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 
These contraries such unity do hold. 
Only to flatter fools, and make them bold : 
So Priam's trust false Sinon's tears doth flatter. 
That he finds means to bum his Troy with water/ 

224 Here, all enraged, such passion her assails, 

That patience is quite beaten from her breast. 

She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails, 
Comparing him to that unhappy guest 
Whose deed hath made herself herself detest : 

At last she smilingly with this gives o'er ; 

' Fool 1 fool ! ' quoth she, ' his wounds will not be 
sore.' 

225 Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow, 

And time doth weary Time with her complains ^ 

> 'Beguiled:' gailefully oovei«d.-> * ' Falls : * for lets fidL 
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She looks for nighty and then she longs for morrow^ 
And both she thinks too long with her remaining : 
Short time seems long in sorrow's sharp sustaining. 

Though woe be heayy, yet it seldom sleeps ; 

And they that watch^ see time how slow it creeps. 

226 Which all this time hath overslipp'd her thought, 
That she with painted images hath spent : 
Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep surmise of others' detriment ; 
Losing her woes in shows of discontent. 
It easeth some^ though none it ever cured^ 
To think their dolour others have endured. 

227 Bat now the mindful messenger, come back. 

Brings home his lord and other company ; 
Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black ; 
And round about her tear-distainM eye 
Blue circles stream'd^ like rainbows in the sky. 
These water-galls^ in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent. 

228 Which when her sad-beholding husband saw, 

Amazedly in her sad face he stares : 
Her eyes, though sod in tears, look'd red and raw, 

Her lively colour kill'd with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fares. 
But stood, like old acquaintance in a trance. 
Met &r firom home, wondering each other's chance. 

^^9 At last he takes her by the bloodless hand. 
And thus begins : ' What uncouth ill event 
Hath thee befallen, that thou dost trembling stand ? 

' * Water-galla : * watery appearances in the sky. 
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Sweot love, what spite hath thy fair colour spent I 
Whjr art thou thus attired in diflcontent ? 
Unmask, dear dear, this mood/ heaviaeBS, 
And tell thy grief, that we may give redress.* 

230 Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire, 

Ere once she can dischai^je one word of woe : 

At length address'd^ to answer his desire. 

She modestly prepares to let them know 

Her honour is ta'en prisoner by the foe ; 

While Collatine and his consorted lords 

With sad attention long to bear her worda 

231 And now this pale swan in her watery nest 

Begins the sad dirge of her certaia ending : 
' Pew words,' quoth she, ' shall fit the trespass best. 
Where no excuse can give the fault amending : 
In me more woes than words are now depending; 
And my laments would be drawn out too long. 
To tell them all with one poor tirM tongue. 

232 ' Then be this all the task it hath to say :— 

Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay 

Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head ; 

And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me. 
From that, alas I thy Lucrece is not free. 

233 ' For in tbc dreadful dead of dark midnight. 

With shining falchion iu my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming light, 

And softly cried, " Awake, thou Roman dame, 
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 

' ' Addreu'd ; ' (irepared. 
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On thee and thine this night I will inflict, 
K thoa mj love's desire do contradict. 

234 ' " For some hard-favour'd groom of thine/' quoth he, 
" Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will, 

1 11 murder straight, and then I '11 slaughter thee. 
And swear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill 

The lechers in their deed : this act will be 

My fame, and thy perpetual infamy." 

235 'With this I did begin to start and cry. 

And then against my heart he set his sword. 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 
I should not live to speak another word : 
So should my shame still rest upon record. 
And never be forgot in mighty Rome 
Th' adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom. 

236 ' Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak. 

And far the weaker with so strong a fear : 
My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ; 
No rightful plea might plead for justice there : 
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear 
That my poor beauty had purloin'd his eyes. 
And when the judge is robb'd, the prisoner dies. 

237 ' Oh teach me how to make mine own excuse 1 

Or, at the least, this refuge let me find ; 
Though my gross blood be stained with this abuse. 

Immaculate and spotless is my mind ; 

That was not forced ; that never was inclined 
To accessary yieldiugs, but still pure 
Doth in her poison'd closet yet endure.' 
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238 Lo here^ the hopeless merchant of this loss. 

With head declined^ and voice damm'd up with woe 
With sad-set eyes, and wretched arms across, 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away, that stops his answer so : 
But wretched as he is, he strives in vain ; 
What ho breathes out, his breath drinks up again. 

239 As through an arch the violent roaring tide 

Outruns the eye that doth behold his hi^te ; 
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 

Back to the strait that forced him on so fast ; 

In rage sent out, recall'd in rage, being past : 
Even so he sighs, his sorrows make a saw. 
To push grief on, and back the same grief draw. 

240 Which speechless woe of his^ poor she att^ndeth. 

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 
' Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 

Another power ; no flood by rainipg slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy passion mak^th 
More feeling-painful : let it then suffice 
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. 

241 'And for my sake, when I might charm thee so, 

For she that was thy Luqrece, — ^now i^ttend me ; 

Be suddenly revenged on my foe. 

Thine, mine, his own ; suppose thou do3t defend i> 
From what is past : the help that thou shalt lend ^ 

Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; 

For sparing justice iFeeds iniquity. 

242 ' But ere I name him, you, fair lords,' quoth she, 

(Speaking to those that came with CoUatine), 



THE RAPE OF LUORECE. 103 

Sball plight jour honourable faiths to me. 

With swift porsoit to venge this wrong of mine ; 
For 'tis a meritorioos fair design 
To chase injustice with revengeful arms : 
Knights, by their oaths, should right poor ladies' harms/ 

243 At this request, with noble disposition 

Each present lord began to promise aid. 
As bound in knighthood to her imposition. 
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewraj'd. 
But she, that yet her sad task hath not said, 
The protestation stops. ' speak,' quoth she, 
' How may this forcdd stain be wiped from me ? 

244 ' What is the quality of mine offence. 

Being constrained with dreadful circumstance ? 

May my pure mind with the foul act dispense, 
My low-declinM honour to advance 1 
May any terms acquit me from this chance ? 

The poison'd fountain clears itself again ; 

And why not I from this compelled stain V 



2in 



4S With this, they all at once began to say, 

Her body's stain her mind untainted clears ; 
While with a joyless smile she turns away 
The face, that map which deep impression bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 
' No, no,' quoth she, ' no dame, hereafter living. 
By my excuse shall claim excuse's giving/ 

246 Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break, 

She throws forth Tarquin's name : ' He, he,' she says. 
But more than 'he' her poor tongue could not speak ; 
Till after many accents and delays, 
Untimely breathings, sick and short assays. 
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She utters this : ' He^ he, fair lords, 'tis he^ 
That guides this hand to give this wound to me.' 

247 Even here she sheathdd in her harmless breast 

A harmful knife, that thence her soul unsbeath'd : 
That blow did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breathed : 
Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeathed 
Her wingdd sprite, and through her wounds doth flj 
Life's lasting date from cancell'd destiny. 

248 Stone-still, astonish'd with this deadly deed. 

Stood CoUatine and all his lordly crew ; 
Till Lucrece' father, that beholds her bleed. 

Himself on her self-slaughter'd body threw ; 

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murderous knife, and as it left the place, 
Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase ; 

249 And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide 

In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side. 

Who like a late sack'd island vastly ^ stood 
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood 
Some of her blood still pure and red remained. 
And some looked black, and that false Tarquin stain'd 

250 About the mourning and congealdd face 

Of that black blood, a watery rigol ^ goes, 
Which seems to weep upon the tainted place : 
And ever since, as pitying Lucrece* woes. 
Corrupted blood some watery token shows ; 
And blood untainted still doth red abide. 
Blushing at that which is so putrefied. 

* ' Vastly : ' like a waste.—* ' Rigol : * drole. 
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251 ' Daughter^ dear daughter/ old Lucretius cries^ 

' That life was mine, which thou hast here deprived* 
If in the child the father's image lies, 

Where shall I live, now Lucrece is unlived ? 

Thou wast not to this end from me derived. 
If diildren predecease progenitors. 
We are their offspring, and they none of ours. 

252 ' Poor broken glass, I often did behold 

In thy sweet semblance mjr old age newborn ; 
But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old. 

Shows me a bareboned death by time outworn ; 

Oh, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn I 
And shiver'd all the beauty of my glass. 
That I no more can see what once I was. 

253 ' Time, cease thou thy course, and last no longer, 

If they surcease to be that should survive. 
Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger. 

And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ? 

The old bees die, the -young possess their hive : 
Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, and see 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee !' 

254 By this starts Collatine as from a dream, 

And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place ; 

And then in key-cold Lucrece' bleeding stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face. 
And counterfeits to die with her a space ; 

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath. 

And live, to be revenged on her death. 

255 The deep vexation of his inward soul 

Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue ; 
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WhO; mad that sorrow should his use ooDtrol^ 
Or keep him from heart-easiug words so long^ 
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng 
Weak words, so thick come, in his poor heart's aid. 
That no man could distinguish what he said. 

256 Yet sometime Tarquin was pronouncM plain. 

But through his teeth, as if the name he tore. 
This windy tempest, till it blow up rain. 

Held back his sorrow's tide, to make it more ; 

At last it rains, and busy winds give o'er : 
Then son and fsither weep with equal strife. 
Who should weep most for daughter or for wife. 

257 The one doth call her his, the other his, 

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 
The father says, ' She's mine.' ' Oh, mine she is,' 
Replies her husband : ' do not take away 
My sorrow's interest ; let no mourner say 
He weeps for her, for she was only mine. 
And only must be wail'd by CoUatine.' 

258 ' Oh,' quoth Lucretius, ' I did giro that life. 

Which she too early and too late ^ hath spill'd.' 
' Woe, woe,' quoth CoUatine, ' she was my wife, 
I ovfeA her, and 'tis mine that she hath kill'd.' 
' My daughter ' and ' My wife ' with clamours fiU'i 
The dispersed air, who, holding Lucrece' life, 
Answer'd their cries, ^ My daughter ' and ' My wife.' 

259 Brutus, who pluck'd the knife from Lucrece' side, 

Seeing such emulation in their woe, 
Began to clothe his wit in state and pride, 

* * Late : ' recentlj. 
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Bnrjing in Lucrece' igr ound his folly^s show. 

He with the Romans was esteemM so 
As sillj jeering idiots are with kings^ 
Far sportiye words, and uttering foolish things. 

260 But now he throws that shallow habit hj. 
Wherein deep policy did him disguise ; 
And arm'd his long-hid wits adyisedly, 
To check the tears in Collatinus' eyes. 
* Thou wrongdd lord of Rome/ quoth he, 'arise ; 
Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool, 
Now set thy long-experienced wit to school. 

2G1 ' Why, CoUatine, is woe the cure for woe 1 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grieyous deeds ? 
Is it reTonge to give thyself a blow. 
For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds ? 
Such childish humour from weak minds proceeds : 
Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so, 
To slay herself, that should have slain her foe. 

262 < Courageous Roman ! do not steep thy heart 
In such relenting dew of lamentations. 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part, 
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations, 
That they will suffer these abominations, 
(Since Rome herself in them doth stand disgraced). 
By our strong arms from forth her fair streets chased. 

253 'Now, by the Capitol that we adore. 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain'd. 
By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat earth's store. 
By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd. 
And by chaste Lucrece' soul that late complain'd 
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Her wroDgs to os^ and bj this bloodj knife. 
We will revenge the death of this true wife/ 

264 This said, he struck his hand upon his breast, 
And kiss'd the fatal knife to end his tow ; 
And to his protestation urged the rest. 

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow : ^ 
Then jointly to the ground their knees thej bo 
And that deep vow which Brutus made before. 
He doth again repeat, and that they swore. 

2G5 When they had sworn to this adyised doom, 

They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence 
To show her bleeding body thorough Rome, 
And so to publish Tarquin's foul oflfenoe : 
Which being done with speedy diligence. 
The Romans plausibly^ did give consent 
To Tarquin's eyerlasting banishment. 

' * Allow : ' approve.— ' * Flauaibly : ' with aooUmatioiii. 
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I. 

Fbox fiurest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beaut/s rose might never die, 
Bot as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory : 
Bat thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes, 

Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel, 
Uaking a famine where abundance lies. 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel, 
^ou that art now the world's fresh ornament, 

And only herald to the gaudy spring, 
Within thine own bud buriest thy content. 

And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggarding. 
Pity the world, or else this glutton be. 
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee. 

II. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field, 
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now. 

Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held : 
Mien being ask'd where all thy beauty lies. 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days ; 
I'd say, within thine own deep sunken eyes. 

Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 
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How much more praise deserved thy beautj's use. 
If thou could'st answer — ' This fair child of mine 

Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse ' — 
Proving his beauty by succession thine ! 

This were to be new-made when thou art old. 

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold 

III. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest, 

Now is the time that face should form another ; 
Whose fresh repair if now thou not reneweet, 

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some 
mother. 
For where is she so fair, whose un-ear'd ^ womb 

Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry 1 
Or who is he so fond,^ will be the tomb 

Of his self-lovoj^ to stop posterity 1 
Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee 

Calls back the lovely April of her prime : 
So thou through windows of thine age shalt see. 

Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time. 
But if thou live, remembered not to be. 
Die single, and thine image dies with thee. 

IV. 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 

Upon thyself thy beaut/s legacy ? 
Nature's bequest gives nothing, but doth lend. 

And being frank she lends to those are free. 
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 

The bounteous largess given thee to give ? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live ? 

' * Un-ear^d : ' unploughed.— ' * Fond : * fbolish. 



SONNETS. Ill 

For haTing traffic with thyself alone, 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 

Then how, when uatare calls thee to be gone. 
What acceptable audit canst thou leare 1 

Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee. 

Which, used, lires thy executor to be. 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 

The loTely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 
Will play the tyrants to the very same. 

And that unfair ^ which fairly doth excel ; 
For never-resting time leads summer on 

To hideous winter, and confounds him there ; 
Sap checked with frost, and lusty leaves quite gone. 

Beauty o'ersnow'd, and bareness everywhere : 
Then, were not summer's distillation left, 

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass. 
Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft. 

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was. 
But flowers distill'd, though they with winter meet, 
Lese ^ but their show ; their substance still lives sweet. 

VI. 

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface 

In thee thy summer, ere thou be distiU'd : 
Make sweet some phial ; treasure thou some place 

With beauty's treasure, ere it be self-kill'd. 
That use is not forbidden usury, 

Which happies ^ those that pay the willing loan ; 
That's for thyself to breed another thee, 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ; 

' * Unfiur : ' deprive of fairneas.— ' * Lebe : ' loec— » * Happies : ' makes 

Wpy. 
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Tea times thyself were happier than thou arl^ 
If ten of thine ten times refignred thee : 

Then, what could death do if thoa shooM'st depart^ 
Leaving thee living in poateritj ? 

Be Dot self-will'd, for thou art mnch too fair 

To be Death's conquest, and make vorms tliine hmr. 



Lo, in the orient -when the gratnoos light 

Lifts Qp his burning head, each under eje 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight. 

Serving -with looks his sacred majestj ; 
And having climb'd the ateep-np heavenly hill, 

Resembling strong youth in Ms middle age. 
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still. 

Attending on his golden pilgrimage ; 
But when from high-most pitch, with weary cari 

Like feeble t^e, ho reeleth from the day, 
The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are 

From his low tract, and look another way : 
So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon, 
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son. 



Music to hear, why hcar'st thoa music sadly 1 ^ 

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy. 
Why lov'st thou that which thou rcceiv'st not ^adly 

Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy ? 
If the true concord of well-tunM sounds, 

By unions married, do offend thine ear, 
They do but sweetly chide tliee, who oonfonnds 

In singleness the parts that thou ahould'st bear. 

' ' Husic U> liear, why liear'nt Itiou music ladljr ; ' Uion, wbon it i« miwc b 
boar, Mltj ticurcst tiiuu, &o. 
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Mark how one string, sweet husband to another. 

Strikes each in each bj mutual ordering ; 
Resembling sire and child and happj mother. 
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing : 
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one. 
Sings this to thee^ * Thou single wilt prove none/ 

IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye. 

That thou consum'st thyself in single life 1 
Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die. 

The world will wail thee, like a makeless ^ wife : 
The world will be thy widow, and still weep 

That thou no form of thee hast left behind, 
^en every private widow well may keep, 

6j children's eyes, her husband's shape in mind, 
^k, what an unthrifl in the world doth spend, 

Shi^ but his place, for still the world enjoys it ; 
Bat beauty's waste hath in the world an end. 

And kept unused, the user so destroys it. 
^0 love toward others in that bosom sits. 
That on himself such murderous shame commits. 



Per shame I deny that thou bear'st love to any. 

Who for thyself art so unprovident 
Grant if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many. 

But that thou none lov'st is most evident ; 
For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate. 

That 'gainst thyself thou stick'st not to conspire. 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate. 

Which to repair should be thy chief dcsire» 

* ^ Makeless : ' matelesa. 
H 
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Oh change thy thought, that I maj diange my mind ! 

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love 1 
Be, as thy presence is, gracioos and kind, 

Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prore ; 
Make thee another self, for lore of me. 
That beauty still may live in thine or thee. 



As fast as thon shalt vane, so fast thon grov'st 

In one of thine, from that vhich thou departest ; 
And that fresh blood which yonogly thou bestov'st, 

Thou may'st call thine, Then thou from youdi con- 
Tertcst. 
Heroin lives visdom, beauty, and increase ; 

Without this, folly, age, and cold decay : 
If all vere minded so, the times should cease. 

And threescore yeara would make the wturld away. 
Let those whom Nature hath not made for^tore, 

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish : 
Look whom she best endow'd, she gave thee more ; 

Which bounteous gift thou should'st in beauty 
cherish ; 
She caiTed thee for her seal, and meant thereby, 
Thou should'st print more, nor let that copy die. 



When I do count the clock that tells the time, 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night ; 
When I behold the violet past prime. 

And sable curls, all ailver'd o'er with white ; 
When lofty trees I sec barren of leaves, 

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 
And summer's green all girded up in sheaves^ 

Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard ; 
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Then of thy beauty do I question make^ 

That thou among the wastes of time must go. 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake, 

And die as fast as thej see others grow ; 
And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make defence, 
Saye breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence. 

XIIL 

Oh that you were yourself 1 but, love, you are 

No longer yours, than you yourself here live : 
Against this coming end you should prepare. 

And your sweet semblance to some other give. 
So should that beauty which you hold in lease 

Find no determination : then you were 
Voorself again, after yourself 's decease. 

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear. 
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay. 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold 
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day. 

And barren rage of death's eternal cold ? 
Oh ! none but unthrifts : — Dear my love, jou know 
You had a father ; let your son say so. 

XIV. 

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck ; 

And yet, methinks, I have astronomy. 
But not to tell of good or evil luck. 

Of plagues, of dearths, or season's quality : 
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell. 

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind, 
Or say, with princes if it shall go well. 

By oft predict that I in heaven find : 
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,. 

And (constant stars) in them I read such art. 
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As tnith and beautj shall together thme. 

If from thyself to store thoa woold'st conTert : 
Or else of thee this I prognosticate. 
Thy eod is truth's and beauty's doom and date. 



When I consider everything that grows 

Holds in perfection but a little moment, 
That ibis bnge state presentetb nought but show;. 

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment ; 
When I perceive that men as plants increase, 

Cheered and cbeck'd even by the selfeame sly ; 
VaiiTit in their youthful sap, at height decrease. 

And wear their brave state oat of memory ; 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight, 
Where wasteful time debateth with decay, 

To change yonr day of youth to sollied ntglit ; 
And, all iu war with Time, for love of you. 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 



But wherefore do not yon a mightier way 

Make war npon this bloody tyrant, Time ? 
And fortify yourself in your decay 

With means more blessed than my barren 
rliyme ? 
Now stand you on the top of happy hours ; 

And many maiden gardens, yet unset. 
With virtuous wish would bear yon living flowers. 

Much likcr than your painted counterfeit : ' 
So should the lines of life that life repair. 

Which this, Time's pencil, or my pupil pen, 

' ' Couiil«tfeit :' portrait. 
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Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair,^ 

Can make yon live yourself in eyes of men. 
To giye away yourself keeps yourself still ; 
And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill 

XVII. 

Who will belieye my verse in time to come. 

If it were fill'd with your most high deserts ? 
Though yet. Heaven knows, it is but as a tomb 
Which hides your life, and shows not half your 
parts. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in fresh numbers number all your graces, 
The age to come would say, ' This poet lies. 

Such heavenly touches ne'er touched earthly faces.' 
So should my papers, yellow'd with their age. 

Be scorned, like old men of less truth than tongue ; 
And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage. 

And stretched metre of an antique song : 
But were some child of yours alive that time. 
You should live twice ; — in it, and in my rhyme. 

XYIII. 

Shall I compare thee to a summei^'s day ? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date : 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd ; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines. 

By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimm'd ; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade. 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ;^ 

» ' Fair :' bcaoty.— « ' Qwest :' for owncst. 
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Nor shall Death brag thou Tander'st in his shade. 

When in eternal lines to time thou groirest ; 
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see. 
So long Utcs thia, and this gires life to thee. 



Derouring Time, blunt thou the lion's pavs, 

And make the earth deTOur her own sweet 
brood; 
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's jaws. 

And bum the long-liTed phoenix in her blood ; 
Make glad and sony seasons, aa thou fleets,^ 

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 
To the wide world, and all her fading sweets ; 

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime : 
Oh carve not with thy hours my love's fair brow. 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen; 
Him in thy course untainted do allow. 

For beauty's pattern to succeeding men. 
Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong, 
My love shall in my verse ever live young. 



A woman's face, with nature's own hand panted. 

Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion ; 
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted 

With shifliog change, aa ie false women's fashion; 
An eye more bright than theirs, leas false in rolling, 

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth ; 
A man in hue, all hues in his controlling, 

Which steals men's eyes, and women's souls amazet' 
And for a woman wert thou first created; 

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting, 

"Fleets:' forfleetM. 
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And bj addition me of thee defeated, 

Bj adding one thing to mj purpose nothing. 
Bot since she prick'd thee out for women's pleasure, 
Mine be thy lore, and thj love's use their treasure. 

XXI. 

So is it not with me as with that Muse, 

Stirr'd bj a painted beauty to his yerse ; 
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use. 

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare. 

With sun and moon, with earth and sea's rich 
gems. 
With April's first-bom flowers, and all things rare 

That heaven's air in his huge rondure ^ hems. 
Oh let me, true in love, but truly write. 

And then believe me, my love is as fair 
As any mother's child, though not so bright 

As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air : 
Ut them say more that like of hearsay well ; 
I will not praise, that purpose not to sell. 

XXII. 

Mj ^ass shall not persuade me I am old. 

So long as youth and thou are of one date ; 
But when in thee time's furrows I behold, 

Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me ; 

How can I then be elder than thou art 1 
Oh therefore, love, be of thyself so wary. 

As I not for myself but for thee will ; 

* * Rondure : * ronnd, droumferenoe. 
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Bearing thy heart, which I will keep 80 chaiy 

As teDder nurse her hahe from faring ilL 
Presatne not on th; heart when mine is slain ; 
Thou gaVst me thine, not to give back agaio. 



As an unperfect actor on the stage. 

Who with his fear is pat besides his part, 
Or some fierce thing replete with too mach nge, 

Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart; 
So I, for fear of trust, forget to saj 

The perfect ceremony of love's rite, 
And in mine own love's strength seem to decay, 

O'ercharged with burthen of mine own love's might 
Oh let my books be then the eloquence 

And dumb presagcrs of my speaking breast ; 
Who plead for love, and look for recompense. 

More than that tongue that more hath more 
express'd. 
Oh leani to read what silent love hath writ : 
To hear with eyes bebngs to love's fine wit 



Mine eye hath play'd the painter, aud hath stel'd ^ 

Thy beauty's form in table of my heart ; 
My body is the frame wherein 'tis held. 

And perspective it is best painter's art 
For through the piunter must you see his skill. 

To find where your true image pictured lies. 
Which in my bosom's sliop is hanging still, 

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done ; 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and Uiine for me 
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Aie windows to my breast, where-through the sun 

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ; 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art. 
They draw but what they see, know not the heart. 

XXV. 

Let those who are in favour with their stars. 

Of public honour and proud titles boast. 
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most. 
Great princes' faTourites their fair leaves spread 

But as the marigold at the sun's eye ; 
And in themselves their pride lies buried. 

For at a frown they in their glory die. 
The painful warrior famousdd for fight. 

After a thousand victories once foil'd. 
Is from the book of honour razSd quite, 

And all the rest forgot for which he toil'd : 
Then happy I, that love and am beloved. 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 

XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit. 
To thee I send this written embassage. 

To witness duty, not to show my wit. 
Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine 

May make seem bare, in wanting words to show it ; 
Bat that I hope some good conceit of thine 

In thy soul's thought, all naked, will bestow it : 
Till whatsoever star that guides by moving. 

Points on me graciously with fair aspect. 
And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving, 

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect ; 



1 
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Then maj I dare to boast bow I do love thee. 

Till then, not sIiot my bead irbere tboa maj'at prore 



Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed, 

The dear repose for limbs with travel tired ; 
But then begins a journey in my head, 

To work my mind, when body's work 'a expired : 
For then my thoughts {from far where I abide) 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee. 
And keep my drooping eyelids open vide, 

Looking on darkness which the blind do see : 
Save that my soul's imaginary sight 

Presents thy shadow to my sightless view. 
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night. 

Makes black night beauteous, and her old face now 
Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind. 
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find. 



How can I then return in happy plight. 

That am debarr'd the benefit of rest ? 
When day's oppression ia not eased by night, 

But day by night and night by day oppreas'd 1 
And each, though enemies to cither's reign. 

Bo in consent shake bands to torture me. 
The one by toil, the other to complain 

How far I toil, still further off from thee. 
I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright, 

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaTcn 
So flatter I the swart-complexion'd night ; 

When sparkling stars twire^ not> then gUd'at the 
even. 

' 'Twift:' pcqiont. 
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Bat day doth daily draw my sorrows longer, 
And night doth nightly make griefs length seem 
stronger. 

f XXIX. 

"When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope. 

Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, 
Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least ; 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising. 

Haply I think on thee, — and then my state 
(Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate ; 
For thy sweet love remember'd, such wealth brings. 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

XXX. 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought. 

And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste : 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow. 

For precious friends hid in death's dateless ^ night, 
And weep afresh love's long-since cancell'd woe. 

And moan the expense of ^ many a vanish'd 
sight. 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 

* * Datdeas : ' endless.—* * Expense of: ' passing away of, as what we spend 
iicuiefromtii. ' 
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The sad account of fore-bemoanM moan, 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend^ 
All losses are restored, and sorrows end. 



Thy bosom is endeartid with all hearts, 

Which I by lacking hare supposed dead ; 
And there reigns lore and all lore's loring parts. 

And all those friends which I thooght buried. 
How many a holy and obsequious ^ tear 

Hath dear rehgious lore stolen from mine eye. 
As interest of the dead, which now appear 

But things remored, that hidden in thee lie 1 
Thou art the grave where buried lore doth lire. 

Hung with the trophies of my lorera gone. 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give ; 

That due of many now is thine alone : 
Their images I lored I riew in thee. 
And thou (all they) hast all the all of me. 



If thou Burrire my well-conteuted day. 

When that churl Death my bones with dust aball 
cover, 
And shalt by fortune once more re-surrey 

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lorer. 
Compare them with the bettering of the time ; 

And though they be outstripp'd by erery pen. 
Reserve them for my lore, not for their rhyme, 

Exceeded by the height of happier men. 
Oh then rouchsafe me but this loring thought t 

' Had my friend's Muse grown with this grovring ag0 

' ' Obwqoioni : ' fanenaL 
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A dearer birth than this his lore had brought, 

To march in ranks of better equipage : 
But since he died^ and poets better prove^ 
Theirs for their style I '11 read, his for his love. 

XXXIII. 

Full many a glorious momiug hare I seen 

Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye. 
Kissing with golden face the meadows green^ 

Gilding pale streams with heayenly alchymy ; 
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 

With ugly rack ^ on his celestial face. 
And from the forlorn world his yisage hide. 

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
Eren so my sun one early mom did shine 

With all triumphant splendour on my brow ; 
But out ! alack ! he was but one hour mine, 

The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now. 
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth ; 
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven's sun staineth.^ 

XXXIV. 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day, 

And make me travel forth without my cloak. 
To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way. 

Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ? 
Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break, 

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face. 
For no man well of such a salve can speak. 

That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace : 
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief ; 

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss : 

' ' Rack : ' rapoon.— • « Stain ' and * staineth,' are here used with the signi- 
^^ttioo of a Terb neuter. 
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The offender's sorrow lends bat weak relief 

To him that beara the strong offence's cross. 
Ah ! but those tears are pearl which thj love sheds. 
And thej are rich, and ransom all ill deeds. 



No more be grieved at that which thoa hast done : 

Roses have thorns, and silver fonotains mad ; 
Clouds and echpses stain both moon and sun, 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bad. 
All men make faults, and even I in this, 

Authorising thj trespass with compare. 
Myself corrupting, salving thy amisa,^ 

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are : 
For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 

(Thy adverse party is thy advocate). 
And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence : 

Such civil war is in my love and hate. 
That I an accessory needs must be 
To that sweet thief, which sourly robs from me. 



Let me confess that we two must be twaio. 

Although our undivided lores are one : 
So shall those blots that do with me remain. 

Without thy help, by me be borne alone. 
1q our two loves there is but cue respect. 

Though in our lives a separable' spite, 
Which though it alter not love's sole effect, 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours &om lore's delight. 
I may not evermore acknowledge thee. 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame ; 

''Aidlh:' fkult. — ** Separable :* fur Kpanting. 
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Nor thou with public kindness honour me. 

Unless thou take that honour from thy name : 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort, 
As^ thou being mine, mine is thy good report 

XXXVII. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 

To see his active child do deeds of youth, 
So I, made lame by fortune's dearest ^ spite, 

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth ; 
For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit. 

Or any of these all, or all, or more. 
Entitled in thy parts ^ do crownM sit, 

I make my lore engrafted to this store : 
80 then I am not lame, poor, nor despised. 

Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give, 
lliat I in thy abundance am sufficed. 

And by a part of all thy glory live. 
Look what is best^ that best I wish in thee ; 
This wish I have ; then ten times happy mc t 

XXXVIII. 

How can my Muse want subject to invent, 

While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse 
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 

For every vulgar paper to rehearse I 
Oh, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me 

Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 
For who 's so dumb that cannot write to thee. 

When thou thyself dost give invention light ? 
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth 

Than those old Nine, which rhymers invocate ; 

'*B«ircst:* exoeflsive, grievous.—* ^Entitled in thy parU:* having a 
^ to thy parta. 
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And he tbat calls on l^ee, let him bring forth 

Eternal numben to ontlire long date. 
If my Blight Muae do please these cnrioos dajs. 
The pun be mine, but thine shall be the praise. 



Oh, how thy iTorth with mimners may I sing, 

When thou art all the better part of me 1 
What can mine ovn praise to mine own self bring ? 

And what is't but mine own, when I praise 
thee? 
Eren for thia let ns divided Ure, 

And our dear love lose name of sin^ onct 
That by thia separation I may give 

That due to thee, which thou deserr'st alone. 
Oh absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove, 

Were it not thy eour leiaure gare sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 

(Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,) 
And that thou teacheat how to make one twain, 
By prusing him here, who doth hence remain ! 



Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all ; 

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before ! 
No love, my love, that thou may'at true love call ; 

AU mine was thine, before thou hadst this more. 
Then if for my love thou my love receivest, 

I cannot blame thee for ^ my love thon nsest ; 
Bnt yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest 

By wilfiil taste of what thyself refusest. 
I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief. 

Although thoQ steal thee all my poverty ; 

' 'For:' bectiue. 



SOKKETS. 129 

And yet; loye knows, it is a greater grief 

To bear lore's wrong than haters known injury. 
Lasdyious grace^ in whom all ill well shows^ 
Kill me with spites ; yet we mnst not be foes. 

XLI. 

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits 

When I am sometime absent from thy heart, 
Tby beanty and thy years full well befits, 

For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 

Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assail'd ; 
And when a woman woos, what woman's son 

Will soTurly leave her till she have prevailed 1 
Ah me ! but yet thou might'st my seat forbear. 

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth, 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 

Where thou art forced to break a twofold tnith ; 
Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee. 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 

XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief. 

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly ; 
That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye : — 

Thou dost love her, because thou know'st I love her ; 
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me. 

Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her. 
If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain. 

And, losing her, my friend hath found that loss ; 

Both find each other, and I lose both twain. 

And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 

I 
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But here 'a the joy ; mj friend and I are one ; 
Sweet fiatt6i7 ! then she lorea bat me aloae. 



When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see. 

For all the daj they riew thingB nnrespected : ' 
But when I sleep, in dreams they look, on tbee^ 

And, darkly bright, are bright in dark directed ; 
Then thou whose shadow ahadowa doth make bright^ 

How would thy shadow's form form happy abow 
To the clear day with thy much clearer light, 

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so I 
How would (I say) mine eyes be blessM made 

By looking on thee in the Uying day. 
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade 

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay ! 
All days are nights to see, till I see ^ee. 
And nights bright days, when dreams do show thee me.' 



If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, 

lojurions distance should not stop my way ; 
For then, despite of space, I would be brought 

From hmita far remote, where thou doet stay. 
No matter then, although my foot did stand 

Upon the farthest earth remored from thee. 
For nimble thought can jump both sea and land. 

As soon as think the place where he would be. 
But ah 1 thought kills me, that I am not thouf^t, 

To leap large lengths of miles when thon art gone, 
But that, so much of earth and water wrooght,' 

I must attend time's leisure with my moan ; 

" Doreipeotod : ' onregardBd— "Theem*:' tbw tome.— "Of wrthiad 
Iter wrought : ' fonoed of tbeie alow d 
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ReceiriDg nought bj elements so slow 
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe : 

XLY. 

The other two, slight air and pmging fire, 

Are both with thee, wherever I abide ; 
The first mj thought, the other my desire. 

These present-absent with swift motion slide. 
For when these quicker elements are gone 

In tender embassy of love to thee. 
My life being made of four, with two alone 

Sinks down to death, oppressed with melancholy ; 
Until lifers composition be recured 

By those swift messengers returned from thee, 
Who even but now come back again, assured 

Of thy fair health, recounting it to me : 
This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad, 
I send ihem Imck again, and straight grow sad. 

XLVI. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war, 

How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 
Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would bar. 

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right. 
My heart doth plead, that thou in him dost lie, 

(A closet never pierced with crystal eyes,) 
But the defendant doth that plea deny. 

And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 
To 'dde ^ this title is impannelldd 

A qnest^ of thou^ts, all tenants to the heart ; 
And by their verdict is determinM 

The dear eye's moiety,^ and the dear heart's 
part: 

'"Odt:* dedde.-^ ' Qnert : * inquest, jury.-** « Moiety:* portion. 
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As thus ; mioe ejo's due is thine oatvard part. 
And m; heart's right thine inward lore of heart 



Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 

And each doth good turns now ante the other : 
When that mine eye is famish'd for a look. 

Or heart in lore with sighs himself doth smother. 
With my love's picture then my eye doth feast. 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart : 
Another time mine eye ia my heart's guest. 

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part : 
So, either by thy picture or my love. 

Thyself away art present still with me ; 
For thou not farther than my thoughts canst more, 

And I am still with them, and they with thee ; 
Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight 
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight. 



How careful was I when I took my way, 

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust, 
That, to my use, it might nnusM stay 

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust ! 
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are. 

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief. 
Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care, 

Art left the prey of every Tulgar thief 
Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest, 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thon art, 
Within the gentle closure of my breast. 

From whence at pleasure thon may'st come and part; 
And even thence thou wilt be stol'n, I fear. 
For trnth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 
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XLIX. 

Against that time, if ever that time come. 

When I shall see thee frown on mj defects, 
Whenas thj lore hath cast his utmost sum, 

Call'd to that audit by advised respects ; 
Against that time, when thou shalt strangely pass, 

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye. 
When lore, conyerted from the thing it was. 

Shall reasons find of settled gravity ; 
Against that time do I ensconce ^ me here 

Within the knowledge of mine own desert. 
And this my hand against myself uprear. 

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part : 
To leaye poor me thou hast the strength of laws. 
Since, why to love, I can allege no cause. 

L. 

How heavy do I journey on the way. 

When what I seek — ^my weary traveFs end — 
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say, 

* Thus far the miles are measured from thy 
friend!' 
The beast that bears me, tirM with my woe. 

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 
As if by some instinct the wretch did know 

His rider loved not speed, being made from thee : 
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on 

That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide, 
Which heavily he answers with a groan, 

More sharp to me than spurring to his side ; 
For that same groan doth put this in my mind. 
My grief lies onward, and my joy behind. 

* ' EnsooDoe : * fortify. 
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Tbos can mj lore excose the slow ofence 

Of my doll bearer, vhen from thee I speed : 
From -where thou art vhj should I haste me thence 1 

Till I return, of posting is no need. 
Oh, what excuse will mj poor beast then find, 

When Bwift extremity can seem but slow ? 
Then should I spur, thou^ mounted on tiie wind ; 

In winged speed no motion shall I know : 
Then can so horse wit^ my deure keep pace ; 

Therefore desire, of perfect love being made, 
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race ; 

But lore, for love, thus shall excuse my jade ; 
Since firom thee going he went wilM slow, 
Towards thee I'll vox, imd give him leare to go. 



So am I as the rich, -whose blessM key 

Can bring him to his sweet up-IockM treasore, 
The which he will not every hour surrey. 

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. 
Therefore are feasts * so solemn and so rare, 

Since seldom coming, in the long year set, 
Like stones of worth they thinly phui^ are. 

Or captain ^ jewels in the carcanet' 
So is the time that keeps you, as my chesty 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide. 
To make some special instant special-ldest, 

By new anfolding his imprisoo'd pnde. 
BlessM are yon, whose woiihiness gives scope. 
Being had, to triumph; being lack'd, to hope. 

' 'Feuta:' featiTtl^— "Captain: ' otuBf.— " Carauct : ' oeckteM. 
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Lni. 

What is your substance^ whereof are you made, 

That millions of strange shadows on you tend 1 
Since erery one hath, erery one, one's shade, 

And you, bat one, can eyery shadow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit^ 

Is poorly imitated after you ; 
On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set. 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new : 
Speak of the spring, and foizon^ of the year ; 

Hie <me doth shadow of your beauty show. 
The other as your bounty doth appear. 

And you in erery bleesM shape we know. 
In all external grace yon haye some part. 
But you like none, none you, for constant heart. 

LIV. 

Oh how much more doth beauty beauteous seem. 

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give I 
The rose looks fisiir, but fairer we it deem 

For that sweet odour which doth in it li?e. 
The canker-blooms^ hare full as deep a dye, 

As the perfumed tincture of the roses, 
Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly 

When summer's breath their maskM buds discloses : 
But, for their yirtue only is their show. 

They lire imwoo'd, and unre^pected fade ; 
Die to themselyes. Sweet roses do not so ; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made : 
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 
When that shall fade, by yerse distils your truth. 

' * Coanterfeit : ' portrait.—* » Foizon : ' plenty ; hence the foizon of the year 
k imimui.-^ * Canker-blooma : ' the bloBfloms of the canker, or dog-rose. 
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Not marble, not the gilded monameata 

Of princes, shall outlire this poTerfdt rhyme ; 
But jou shall shine more bright in these contents 

Than uoawept stone, besmear'd with sluttish time. 
When vastef^il war shall statues orertom. 

And broils root out the vork of masonrj. 
Nor Mars his sword nor yra^s quick fire shall bum 

The liring record of your memory. 
'Gainst death and all-obliTioos enmity 

Shall you pace forth ; joor praise shall still find room, 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 

That wear this world out to the ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise. 
You lire in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes. 



Sweet lore, renew thy force ; be it not said. 

Thy edge should blunter he than appetite. 
Which hut to-day by feeding is allay'd, 

To-morrow sfaarpen'd in his fonner might : 
So, love, be thou ; although to-day thou fill 

Thy hungry eyes, eren till they wink with fulness, 
To-morrow see again, and do not kill 

The spirit of love with a perpetual dulness. 
Let this sad interim hke the ocean be 

Which parts the shore, where two contracted-new 
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see 

Return of love, more blest may be the view ; 
Or call it winter, which, being full of care. 
Makes Bommer's welcome thrice more wish'd, more rare. 
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LVII. 

Being jour slaye^ ^rhat shonld I do but tend 

Upon the hours and times of your desire ? 
I haye no predons time at all to spends 

Nor seryices to do, till you require. 
Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour,^ 

Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the dock for you, 
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour, 

When you have bid your senrant once adieu ; 
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose. 
Bat, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought. 

Save, where you are how happy you make those : 
So trae a fool is love, that in your will 
(Thoogh you do anything) he thinks no ill. 

LVin. 

That Gtxl forbid, that made me first your slave, 

I should in thought control your times of pleasure. 
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave. 

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure ! 
Oh, let me suffer (being at your beck) 

The imprisoned absence of your liberty. 
And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check 

Without accusing you of injury. 
Be where you list ; your charter is so strong. 

That you yourself may privilege your time : 
Do what you will, to you it doth belong 

Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell ; 
Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or welL 

' * The worid-withoat-end honr : ' the hour that seeniB as if it nerer would end. 
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LIZ. 

If there be notbing vsv, bat that vbicli u 

Hath been before, bor are osr brains begnOed, 
Which labooring for inreDtion bear amus 

The secoDd borthen of a foHnea* child t 
Oh, that record could vitb a backward look, 

EreD of fire hundred contses of the san, 
Show me jonr im^ in some antique book. 

Since mind at first in character was done I 
That I might see what tlie old world could aajr 

To this composM vender of yoor frame ; 
Whether we are mended, or whs'r ^ better thej, 

Or vhetber revc^tion be tlie same. 
Oh I sore I am, the wits of f«iner dajs 
To subjecta worse hare giren admiring praiw. 

Like as the wavea make towards the p^blfid dure. 

So do oar minutes hasten to their end ; 
E^ch changing place with that which goes before. 

In sequent toil all forwards do contmd. 
Nativity, oooe in the main of light,' 

Crawls to matnritj, wherewith being erown'd. 
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight, 

And Time, thst gare, doth now hts gift confound. 
Time doUi transfix the flourish set on youth. 

And delres the parallels in beanos hrov ; 
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth. 

And nothing stands bat for his scythe to maw. 
And yet, to times in hope, my Terse didl ituid, 
Prusing ihy worth, de^ite his crael baad. 

' • Wlw'r:' wluther.— ' 'Mud ofliglit:' thaooOMtflbawBL. 
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LXI. 

Is it ihj will thy image should keep open 

Mj heaTj eyelids to the weary night 1 . 
Dost thon desire my slmnbers should be broken. 

While shadows, like to thee^ do mock my sight 1 
Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee 

So fiu* from home, into my deeds to pry ; 
To find oat shames and idle hours in me, 

The scope and tenor of thy jealousy 1 
Oh no t thy loye^ though much, is not so great ; 

It is my lore tiiat keeps mine eye awake ; 
Mine own true Ioyo that doth my rest defeat, 

To play the watdmian eyer for thy sake : 
For thee watch I^ whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 
From me far off, with others all-too-near. 

LXU. 

Sin of aelfrlove possesseth all mine eye. 

And aU my soul, and all my erery part ; 
And fior this sin there is no remedy, 

It is so groonded inward in my heart 
Methinks no fitce so gracious ^ is as mine. 

No shape so true, no truth of such account, 
And for myself mine own worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths surmount 
But when my glass shows me myself indeed, 

Beated and diopp'd with tann'd antiquity, 
Mine own self-lore quite contrary I read. 

Self so self-loying were iniquity, 
lis tiiee (myself) tiiat for myself I praise. 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 

^ ' GncioiiB : * beaotifoL 
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LXIir. 

Against mj lore Bball be> as I am hot, 

With Time's injurioos hand crosh'd and o'erworn ; 
When hours have draio'd his blood, and fiU'd his brow 

With lines and wrinkles ; nrhen his jonthful mom 
Hath travell'd on to age's steepj night ; 

And all those beanties, Thereof nov he 's king, 
Are vanishing or vanish'd oat of sight, 

Stealing away the treasure of his spring ; 
For such a time do I now fortiff 

Against confounding age's cruel knife. 
That he shall never cut fh)m memorj 

Mj sweet lore's beaut;, though my lorer's life. 
His beantj shall in these black lines be seen, 
And thej shall live, and he in them, still green. 



When I have seen bj Time's fell hand de&ced 

The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ; 
When sometime loftj towers I see down-rased. 

And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage ; 
When I have seen the hungrj ocean gain 

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 
And the firm soil win of the wat'17 main. 

Increasing store with loss, and loss with store ; 
When I have seen such interchange of state. 

Or state itself confounded to decay ; 
Rniu hath taught me thus to ruminate — 

That time will come and take mj lore avaj. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot chooae 
Bat weep to have that which it fears to lose. 



SONNETS. 141 



LXV. 

Since brass^ nor stone^ nor earthy nor boundless sea, 

Bat sad mortality o'ersways their power, 
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea. 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower ? 
Oh, how shall summer's honey breath bold out 

Against the wreckful siege of battering days. 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays ? 
Oh fearful meditation ! where, alack ! 

Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid 1 
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back 1 

Or who his spoilr of beauty can forbid 1 
Oh none, unless this miracle have might. 
That in black ink my loye may stiU shine bright. 

LXVI. 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry, — 

As, to behold desert a beggar bom. 
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity. 

And purest faith unhappily forsworn. 
And gilded honour shamefully misplaced. 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted. 
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced. 

And strength by limping sway disabled. 
And art made tongue-tied by authority. 

And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill. 
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity,^ 

And captiye good attending captain iU : 
Tired with all these, fit)m these would I be gone, 
Sare that, to die, I leave my love alone. 

> * Simplicity : * folly. 
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Ah I vherefore vith infection fliould he lir^ 

And vith hia presence grace impietj, 
That sin by him advantage ahonld adueve, 

And lace ^ itself with his society 1 
Why should false painting imitate his cheek. 

And steal dead seeming of his living hue ? 
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 

Roses of shadow, since hu rose is true 1 
Why should he live now Nature bankrupt ia, 

Be^ar'd of blood to blosh through lively reius ? 
For she hath no exchequer now bnt his, 

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains. 
Oh, him she stores, to show what wealth ahe had. 
In days long since, before these last so bad. 



Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn. 

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now, 
Before these bastard signs of fair ^ were borne. 

Or durst inhabit on a living brow ; 
Before the golden tresses of the dead. 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away. 
To hve a second life on second head. 

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay : 
In him those holy antique hours are seen. 

Without all ornament, itself, and tme. 
Making no summer of another'a green. 

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 
And him as for a map doth Nature store, 
To show false Art what beauty was of yor& 

' 'Lace:' tmbelliih.— ' 'Fair:' baantf. 
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LXIX. 

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view, 

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend : 
All tongnes (the Toice of sools) give thee that due, 

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 
Thine outward thus with outward praise is crown'd ; 

But those same tongues that gave thee so thine own. 
In other accents do this praise confound. 

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 
They look into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds ; 
Then (churls) their thoughts, although their eyes 
were kind. 

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds : 
But why thy odour matcheth not thy show. 
The solye ^ is this, — that thou dost common grow. 

LXX. 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defect, 

For slander's mark was ever yet the fair ; 
The ornament of beauty is suspect,^ 

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air. 
So thou be good, slander doth but approve 

Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ; 
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love. 

And thou present'st a pure unstained prime. 
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days, 

Either not assail'd, or victor being charged ; 
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 

To tie up envy, evermore enlarged : 
If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show, 
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst owe.' 

1 * Solve : * solotioii. — ' * Suspect : ' suspicioQ. — ' ^ Owe : ' own. 
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LXXI. 

No loDger moarn for me, vhen I am dead. 

Than joa shall liear the surly Bolleo bell 
Qive warning to the world that I am fled 

From this vile world, with vileat worms to dwell : 
Naj, if jou read this line, remember not 

The hand that writ it ; for I love yon so. 
That I in jour sweet thoughts woald be forgot, 

If thinking on me then should make yon woe. 
Oh if (I say) you look upon this yerse. 

When I perhaps compounded am with day. 
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse ; 

But let your lore even with my life decay : 
Lest the wise world should look into your moan. 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 



Ob, lest the world should task you to recite 

What merit lived in me, that you should lore 
After my death, — dear lore, forget me quite. 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove ; 
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie. 

To do more for me than mine own desert. 
And hang more praise upon deceasM I 

Than niggard truth would willingly impart ; 
Oh, lest your true love may seem false in this, 

That you for love speak welt of me untrue. 
My name be buried where my body is. 

And live no more to shame nor me nor yon. 
For I am shamed by that which I bring forth. 
And BO should you, to love things nothing worth. 
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LXXIII. 

That time of year thou ma/st in me behold 

"When yellow leaves^ or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 

Bare roin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 
In me thou seest the twilight of sach day 

As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
^hich by and by black night doth take away. 
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire. 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
^ the death-bed whereon it must expire. 

Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 
This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 
^0 lore that well which thou must leave ere long : 

LXXIV. 

^^t be contented : when that fell arrest 

Without all bail shall carry me away, 
^y life hath in this line some interest. 

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay. 
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 

The very part was consecrate to thee. 
The earth can have but earth, which is his due ; 

My spirit is thine, the better part of me : 
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life. 

The prey of worms, my body being dead ; 
The coward conquest of a wretch's knife. 

Too base of thee to be remembered. 
The worth of that is that which it contains. 
And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

K 
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IXXV. 

So are yoa to my thoughts, as food ta life, 

Or as swdct-season'd showers are to the ground ; 
And for the peace of yoa I hold such strife 

As 'twizt 8 miser and his wealth is found ; 
Now proud as an enjojer, and anon 

Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure ; 
Now counting best to be with jou alone, 

Then better'd that the world may aee my pleasure : 
Sometime, dl full with feasting on your oght^ 

And hy and by dean starred for a look ; 
PossessiDg or pursuing do delight. 

Save what is had or must from you be tack. 
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 
Or glattODing On all, or all away. 

LXxvr. 
Why is my verse so bairen of new pride ? 

So far from variation or quick change ? 
Why, with the time, do I not glance aside 

To new-found methods and to compoonda strange t 
Why write I still all one, ever the same. 

And keep invention in a aoted weed,* 
That every word doth almost tell my name. 

Showing their birth, and where they did proceed t 
Oh know, sweet love, I always write of yon. 

And you and love are still my argontent ; 
So all my best is dressing old words new. 

Spending again what is already spent : 
For as the sun is daily new and oM, 
So is my love atiU telling w^at is tcdd. 

' ' Kotcd weed : ' ■ dreM weU knomi u nertr htiag dianged. 
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LXXVII. 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear. 

Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste : 
The Tacant leaves ^ thy mind's imprint will bear, 

And of this book this learning may'st thou taste. 
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show, 
Of mouthM grayes will give thee memory ; 
Thou by thy dial's shady stealth may'st know 

Time's thievish progress to eternity. 
Look, what thy memory cannot contain. 

Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find 
Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain, 

To take a new acquaintance, of thy mind. 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 
Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book. 

LXXYIII. 

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse, 

And found such fair assistance in my verse, 
As every alien pen hath got my use, 

And under thee their poesy disperse. 
Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to sing. 

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly. 
Have added feathers to the leamed's wing. 

And given grace a double majesty. 
Yet be most proud of that which I compile, 

Whose influence is thine, and bom of thee : 
Id others' works thou dost but mend the style, 

And arts with thy sweet graces gracdd be ; 
But thou art all my art, and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance. 

* * Vacant leaTes : * thia sonnet is supposed to have accompanied a prei^ent 
of a blaok paper-book. 
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LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid^ 

My yerse alone had all thy gentle grace ; 
But now my gracious numbers are decay'd, 

And my sick Muse doth give another place. 
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 

Deserves the travail of a worthier pen ; 
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent^ 

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. 
He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word 

From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give. 
And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford 

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live. 
Then thank him not for that which he doth say, 
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay. 

LXXX. 

Oh, how I faint when I of you do write, 

Knowing a better spirit^ doth use your name. 
And in the praise thereof spends all his might. 

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame ! 
But since your worth (wide as the ocean is,) 

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, 
My saucy bark, inferior far to his, 

On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat. 

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride ; 
Or, being wrecked, I am a worthless boat. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride : 
Then if he thrive, and I be cast away. 
The worst was this ; — my love was my decay. 

^ ^ A better spirit : ' ooigectared bj some to mean Spenser. 
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LXXXI. 

Or I shall liye jour epitaph to make, 

Or joa sunriye when I in earth am rotten ; 
From hence your memory death cannot take. 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 
Your name from hence immortal life shall hare, 

Though I, once gone, to all the world must die : 
The earth can yield me but a common grave, 

When you entomb' d in men's eyes shall lie. 
Your monument shall be my gentle Terse, 

Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read ; 
And tongues to be, your being shall rehearse. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead ; 
You still shall lire (such virtue hath my pen,) 

Where breath most breathes, — even in the mouthsof men. 

LXXXII. 

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse, 

And therefore ma/st without attaint overlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 

Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue. 

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise ; 
And therefore art enforced to seek anew 

Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 
And do so, love ; yet when they have devised 

What strained touches rhetoric can lend. 
Thou truly fair wert truly sympathised 

In true plain words, by thy true-telling friend ; 
And their gross painting might be better used 
Where cheeks need blood ; in thee it is abused. 
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LXXXIII. 

I never saw that you did painting need, 

And therefore to jour fair^ no painting Bet 
I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 

The barren tender of a poet's debt : 
And therefore have I slept in your report, 

That you yourself, being extant, well might show 
How far a modem ^ quill doth come too short, 

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
This silence for my sin you did impute, 

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ; 
For I impair not beauty being mute. 

When others would give life, and bring a tomb. 
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes 
Than both your poets can in praise devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most 1 which can say more> 

Than this rich praise, — that you alone are you t 
In whose confine immured is the store 

Which should example where your equal grew. 
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell. 

That to his subject lends not some small glorj ; 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 

That you are you, so dignifies his story. 
Let him but copy what in you is writ. 

Not making worse what nature made so dear, 
And such a counterpart shall fame his wit, 

Making his style admirdd everywhere. 
You to your beauteous blessings add a cvurse. 
Being fond on praise^ which makes your praises worse 

' * Fair : ' beauty. — * * Modem : ' common. 
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LXXXV. 

Hy tongne^ied Muse in manners holds her still; 

While comments of jour praise, richly compiled, 
Reserre^ their character with golden quill, 

And precious phrase by all the Muses filed. 
I think good thoughts, while others write good words, 

And^ like unletter'd clerk, still cry ^ Amen' 
To eyery hymn that able spirit affords. 

In polish'd form of well-refindd pen. 
Hearing you praised, I say, ' 'Tis so, 'tis true,' 

And to the most of praise add something more ; 
But that is in my thought, whose love to you. 

Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before. 
Then others fior the breath of words respect. 
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect. 

LXXXVI. 

Was it the proud full sail of his great Terse, 

Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you. 
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse. 

Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew 1 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead 1 
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 

Oiying him aid, my verse astonished. 
He, nor that affable familiar ghost 

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence. 
As victors, of my silence cannot boast ; 

I was not sick of any fear from thence. 
But when your countenance filed ^ up his line. 
Then lack'd I matter ; that enfeebled mine. 

' ^RefltfTt:* praBerYC— * * Filed:' poUflfaed. 
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LXXXVII. 

Farewell ! thou art too dear for mj | 

And like enough thou knov'st thj estimate : 
The charter of thy worth giTes thee releasing ; 

Mj bonds in thee are all determinate.^ 
For hov do I hold thee but bj thj granting % 

And for that riches where is mj deserriog % 
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 
Thyself thou gav'st, thy own worth then not knowing 

Or me, to whom thou gar'st it, else miatAlting ; 
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 

Comes home agiun, on better judgment making. 
Thus hare I had thee, aa a dream doth flatter. 
In sleep a king, but, waking, no such matter. 



When thou shalt be disposed to set me light. 

And place my merit in the eye of scorn. 
Upon thy side against myself I '11 fight. 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn. 
With mine own weakness being best acquainted. 

Upon thy part I can Bet down a story 
Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attidnted ; 

That thou, in losing me, shalt win much glory : 
And I by this will be a gainer too ; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee. 
The injuries that to myself I do. 

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 
Such is my love, to thee I so belong. 
That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. 

' 'Determinate: ' ended, out of date. 
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LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 

And I will comment upon that offence : 
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt ; 

Against thy reasons making no defence. 
Thou canst not, loye, disgrace me half so ill, 

To set a form upon desirdd change. 
As I Tl myself disgrace : knowing thy will, 

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange ; 
Be ahsent from thy walks ; and in my tongue 

Thy sweet-beloyM name no more shall dwell ; 
l«8t I (too much profane) should do it wrong. 

And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 
hr thee, against myself 1 11 tow debate, 
^or I must ne'er loye him whom thou dost hate. 

xc. 

Mien hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ; 

Now while the world is bent my deeds to cross, 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an afber-loss : 
Ah ! do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow. 

Come in the rearward of a conquered woe ; 
Giye not a windy night a rainy morrow. 

To liuger out a purposed oyerthrow. 
If thou wilt leaye me, do not leaye me last, 

When other petty griefs haye done their spite. 
But in the onset come ; so shall I taste 

At first the yery worst of fortune's might ; 
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe. 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so. 



1 
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Some gloiy in their birth, some in their skill, 

Some in their wealth, some in their body's force; 
Some ia their gtmuentB, though Dev-fangled ill ; 

Some in their havka and hounds, some in their ben 
And ereij humour hath his adjonct pleasore. 

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest ; 
But these particulars are not my measure. 

All these I better in one general best 
Thy lore is better than high birth to me. 

Richer than wealth, prouder than gannenta^ cost, 
Of more dehght than hawks or horses be ; 

And, having thee, of all men's pride I IxasL 
Wretched in this alone, that thou may'st take 
All this away, and me most wretched make. 



But do thy worst to steal thyself away. 

For term of life thou art assurM mine ; 
And life no longer than thy love will stay. 

For it depends upon that bve of thine. 
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs^ 

When in the least of Uiem my life hath end. 
I see a better state to me belongs 

Than that which on thy humour doth depend. 
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind. 

Since that my life on thy revoU doth lie. 
Oh what a happy title do I find, 

Happy to have thy love, happy to die ! 
But what 's so blessed-fair that fears no blot ?— 
Thou may'st be false, and yet I know it oot : 
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XCIII. 

So shall I lire supposing thou art true. 

Like a deoeiyM husband ; so Ioyc's face 
May still seem loye to me, though alter'd-new ; 

Thy looks vith me, thy heart in other place : 
For tiiere can lire no hatred in thine eye, 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 
In man/s looks the false heart's history 

Is writ, in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange ; 
But Heayen in thy creation did decree. 

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell ; 
Whate'iBr thy tiioughts or thy heart's workings be, 

Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness tell. 
How like Bre's apple doth thy beauty grow. 
If thy sweet Tirtue answer not thy show I 

xciv. 

They that hare power to hurt and will do none, 

lliat do not do the thing they most do show, 
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, 

UmnovM, cold, and to temptation slow ; 
They rightiy do inherit heaven's graces. 

And husband nature's riches from expense ; 
They are the lords and owners of their feces, 

Others but stewards of their excellence. 
The Bummet^B flower is to the summer sweet. 

Though to itself it only live and die ; 
But if that flower with base infection meet. 

The basest weed out-braves his dignity : 
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds ; 
Lilies that fester smell fer worse than weeds. 
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XCY. 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame, 

Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose. 
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name 1 

Oh; in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose t 
That tongue that tells the story of thy days. 

Making lascivious comments on thy sport. 
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 

Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 
Oh, what a mansion have those yices got, 

Which for their habitation chosQ out thee I 
Where beaut/s veil doth cover every blot, • 

And all things turn to fair, that eyes can see ! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege ; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge. 

xovi. 

Some say, thy fault is youth, some wantonness ; 

Some say, thy grace is youth and gentle sport ; 
Both grace and faults are loved of more and less : 

Thou mak'st faults graces that to thee resort 
As on the finger of a thrqndd queen 

The basest jewel will be well esteem'd ; 
So are those errors that in -thee are seen 

To truths translated, and for true things deem'd. 
How many lambs might the stem wolf betray. 

If like a lamb he could his looks translate ! 
How many gazers might'st thou lead away, 

If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state t 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort, 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report 
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XCVII. 

How like a winter bath mj absence been 

From theO; the pleasure of the fleeting year 1 
What freezings hare I felt^ what dark days seen I 

What old December's bareness everywhere ! 
And jet this time removed ^ was summer's time ; 

The teeming autumn^ big with rich increase^ 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime^ 

Like widoVd wombs after their lords' decease : 
Tet this abundant issue seem'd to me 

But hope of orphans, and unfather'd fruit ; ' 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute ; 
Or, if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer. 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near. 

XOVIII. 

From you have I been absent in the spring, 

When proud-pied April, dress'd in all his trim. 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing. 

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with liim. 
Tet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 

Of different flowers in odour and in hue. 
Could make me any summer's story tell. 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew : 
Nor did I wonder at the lilies white. 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight. 

Drawn after you, you pattern of aU those. 
Yet seem'd it winter still, and, you away. 
As with your shadow I with these did play : 

* * Time removed : ' time in which I was remote from thee. 



8HAKBPBABS 8 POSTIOAL W0BK8. 



XOIZ. 

The forward riolet t^us did I chide ; — 

Sveet thief, vheDce didst tiiou steal thj sircet that 
smells, 
If Dot firom my love's breath 1 The purple pride 

Which on thj soft cheek for complexion dvella. 
Id my lore's reias thou hast too grossly dyed. 

The lily I condemD^d for thy hand, 
And buds of marjoram had stolen thy hair : 

The roses fearfully on tbonis did stand, 
One bloshing ^me, aoother vfaite despair ; 

A third, nor red nor vhite, had stolen of both. 
And to his robbety had annex'd thy breUih ; 

But for his thefi, in pride of all his growth 
A Tengefol caDker eat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see. 

But sweet or colour it had stolen from thee. 



Where art thou, Muse, that thou forgett'st ao long 

To speak of that which gives thee all thy 
might ? 
Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless s(xig, 

Darkening thy power, to lend base subjects 
light? 
RcturD, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 

In gentle numbers time so idly spent ; 
Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem. 

And gives thy pen both skill and argument 
Rise, restive Muse, my love's sweet face amrey. 

If time have any wrinkle graven there ; 
If any, be a satire to decay, 

And make Time's spoils despis^ everywhere. 
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Give my lore fame (aster than Time wastes life ; 
So thou preyent'st ^ his scythe, and crooked knife. 



CL 

truant Muse, what shall be thy amends. 

For thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed ? 
Both truth and beauty on my lo?e depends ; 

So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 
Make answer, Muse : wilt thou not haply say, 

' Truth needs no colour with his colour fix'd, 
Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay ; 

But best is best, if never intermix'd V — 
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb ? 

Excuse not silence so ; for it lies in thee 
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 

And to be praised of ages yet to be. 
Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee how 
To make him seem long hence as he shows now. 

OIL 

My bve is strengthen'd, though more weak in seeming ; 

I love not less, though less the show appear ; 
That love is merchandised, whose rich esteeming 

The owner's tongue doth publish everywhere. 
Our love was new, and then but in the spring, 

When I was wont to greet it with my lays ; 
As Philomel in summer's front doth sing, 

And stops his pipe in growth of riper days : 
Not that the summer is less pleasant now 

Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night, 
But that wild music bmthens every bough, 

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 

> ^Prerent'st : ' by anticipation hinderest. 
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Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my tongue. 
Because I voold not dull you with my song. 

CIII. 

Alack I what poverty my Muse brings forth. 

That haying such a scope to show her pride, 
The argument, all bare, is of more worth, 

Than when it hath my added praise beside. 
Oh blame me not if I no more can write I 

Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace. 
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend. 

To mar the subject that before was well ? 
For to no other pass my verses tend. 

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell ; 
And more, much more, than in my verse can sit, 
Your own glass shows you, when you look in it 

CIV. 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old. 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed. 
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters' cold 

Have from the forests shook three summers' pride ; 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn tum'd 

In process of the seasons have I seen. 
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes bum'd. 

Since first I saw you fresh which yet are green. 
Ah ! yet doth beauty, like a dial hand. 

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived ; 
So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand. 

Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived. 
For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred, 
Ere you were bom, was beaut/s summer dead. 
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CV. 

not mj lore be call'd idolatrj, 
^ ^or my beloyM as an idol show^ 
Lee all alike my songs and praises be, 
1V) one, of one, still such, and ever so. 
is my lore to-day, to-morrow kind, 
^^ Still constant in a wondrous excellence ; 
"■^erefore my verse, to constancy confined. 

One thing expressing, leaves out difierence. 
*^^ir, kind, and true, is all my argument, 

Pair, kind, and true, varying to other words ; 
"^^d in this change is my invention spent. 

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope afibrds. 
*^^ir, kind, and true, have often lived alone, 
^^tich three, till now, never kept seat in one. 

cvi. 

^^Tien in the chronicle of wasted time 

I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 
-^nd beauty making beautiful old rhyme. 

In praise of ladies dead, and lovely knights, 
T^en in the blazon of sweet beauty's best. 
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 
I see their antique pen would have expressed 

Even such a beauty as you master now. 
So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 
And, for they look'd but with divining eyes. 

They had not skill enough your worth to sing : 
For we, which now behold these present days. 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 

h 
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Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic lonl 

Of the vide world dreamiog on tiiii^ to come. 
Can yet the lease of ray true lore control. 

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 
The mortal mooo hath her eclipse endured, 

And the sad augura mock their own presage ; 
Incertainties now crown thems^res assured, 

And peace proclaims oUves of endleas age. 
Now with the drops of this most balmy time 

My love looks fresh, and Death to me sahecribes,^ 
Since s{Ht« of him I'll lire in this poor ihyae. 

While he insuHs o'er diill and speedilesa tribes. 
And thon in this shalt find thy monoment, 
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent 

onir. 
What's in the bnun that ink may character. 

Which hath not fignr'd to ^ee my trbe ^irit ? 
What's new to speak, what new to register. 

That may express my love, or thy dear merit ! 
Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers diviii^ 

I must each day say o'er the Tery same ; 
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 

Ereii as when first I hallow'd thy fair name. 
So tliat eternal love in lore's fresh case 

Weiglis not the dust and injury of «ge. 
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place, 

But makes antiquity for aye his page ; 
Finding the first conceit of love there bred. 
Where time and outward form woold ahow it dead. 
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CIX. 

Oh, neyer flay that I vas false of heart. 

Though absence seem'd mj flame to qualify ! 
As easj might I from myself depart, 

As from mj soul, which in thj breast doth lie : 
That is my home of lore : if I haye ranged, 

like him that tra?els, I return again ; 
Just to the time, not with the time exchanged, — 

So that myself bring water for my stain. 
Neyer belieye, though in my nature reign'd 

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood. 
That it could so preposterously be stain'd, 

To leaye for nothing all thy sum of good ; 
For nothing tJiis wide uniyerse I call, 
Saye thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all. 

ex. 

Alas, 'tis true, I haye gone here and there, 

And made myself a motley^ to the yiew, 
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear. 

Made old offences of affections new. 
Most true it is, that I haye look'd on truth 

Askance and strangely ; but, by all aboye, 
These blenches^ gaye my heart another youth, 

And worse essays proyed thee my best of loye. 
Now all is done, haye what shall haye no end :^ 

Mine appetite I neyer more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 

A 'God in loye, to whom I am confined. 
Tlien giye me welcome, next my heayen the best, 
Eyen to thy pure and most most loying breast. 

' • A motley : ' a fooL— « ' Blenches : ' deviations.—* * What shall have no 
cud : * Tis., my «OHtiuit affection. 
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Oh, for my Bake do you with Fortane chide. 

The guiltj goddess of my harmful deeds. 
That did not better for my life provide. 

Than public means, which public manners breeds. 
Thence cornea it that my name receires a brand. 

And almost thence my nature ia subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand : 

Pity me then, and wish I were reoew'd ; 
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 

Potions of eysell/ 'gainst my strong infection ; 
No bitterness that I will bitter think, 

Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me then, dear Mend, and I assure 7^ 
Even that your pity is euongh to cure me. 



Your love and pity doth the impression fill 

Which vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my brov ; 
For what care I who calls me well or ill. 

So you o'ergreen my bad, my good allow ?' 
You are my all-the-world, and I must strive 

To know my shames and praises from your tongue 
None else to me, nor I to none alive, - 

That my steel'd sense or changes, right or wrong. 
In so profound abysm I throw all care 

Of other's voices, that my adder's sense 
To critic and to flatterer stoppM are. 

Mark how with my neglect I do diepenae : — 
You are so strongly in my porpose bred. 
That all the world besides metiiinks are dead. 

' ' EyBell : ' Tinegar.— * ' Allow : ' appnn. 



SONNETS. 1 65 



CXI II. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind. 

And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function, and is partly blind. 

Seems seeing, but effectually is out ; 
For it no form deliyers to the heart 

Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch -} 
Of his quick objects hath the mind no part. 

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch ; 
For if it see the rud'st or gentlest sight. 

The most sweet favour,^ or deformed'st creature. 
The mountain or the sea, the day or night. 

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature. 
Incapable of more, replete with you. 
My most true mind thus maketh mine untrue.^ 

cxiv. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown'd with you. 

Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery. 
Or whether shall I say mine eye saith true. 

And that your lore taught it this alchymy. 
To make of monsters and things indigest. 

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble. 
Creating erery bad a perfect best. 

As fast as objects to his beams assemble ? 
Oh, 'tis the first ; 'tis flattery in my seeing, 

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up : 
Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeing. 

And to his palate doth prepare the cup : 
If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loyes it, and doth first begin. 

» 'Latch:' lay hold of.— « 'Favour:' oonntenance. — ' *Untrae:' this 
Word is lued as a substantive. 
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Those lines that I before have writ, do lie ; 

Eren those that said I cotdd not love jou dearer ; 
Yet then mj judgment knew no reason why 

Mj most fall Same should afterwards bom clearer. 
But reckoning time, whose mtUion'd accidents 

Creep in 'twixt rows, and change decrees of kings, 
Tan sacred beanty, blunt the sharp'st intent^ 

Divert strong minda to the course of altering things; 
Alas ! why, fearing of Time's tyranny, 

Might I not then say, ' Now I love you best,' 
When I was certain o'er incertainty. 

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest t 
Lore is a babe ; then might I not say so. 
To gtTC fiill growth to that which still dot^ grow ! 



Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not lore 
Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 
Oh no ; it is an ever-fiz^d mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 
It is the star to every wandering bark. 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and checks 

Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it oat even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error, and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 
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CXVIl. 

Accuse v^ ikm i that I have scanted all 

Wherem I should your great deserts repay ; 
Forgot upon jour dearest love to call. 

Whereto eil bonds do tie me day by day ; 
That I have frequent been with unknown minds. 

And giyen to time your own dear-purchased right ; 
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 

Which should transport me farthest from your sight 
Book both my wilfulness and errors down, 

And on just proof surmise accumulate, 
Bring me within the level of your frown. 

But ahoot not at me in your waken'd hate : 
Since my appeal says, I did strive to prove 
The QODstancy and virtue of your love. 

CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 

With eager ^ compounds we our palate urge : 
As, to prevent our maladies unseen. 

We sicken to shun sickness, when we purge ; 
Even so, being full of your ne'er-cloying sweetness. 

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding, 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 

To be diseased, ere that there was true needing. 
Thus policy in love, to anticipate 

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured, 
And brought to medicine a healthful state. 

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured. 
But thence I learn, and find the lesson true. 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 



1 1 



Eager : * soar, from the French aigre. 
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Wbat potions have I drunk of Syren tears, 

Distill'd from limbecs foul as bell vitbin, 
Appljiag feara to hopes, and hopes to fears. 

Still losing when I saw myself to irin I 
What wretched errors hath mj heart committed. 

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed nerer I 
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted,^ 

In the distraction of this madding ferer I 
Oh benefit of ill t now I find true 

That better is by evil still made better ; 
And roin'd lore, when it is built anew, 

Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater. 
So I return rebuked to my content. 
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent 

cxz. 
That you were once unkind, befriends me now. 

And for that sorrow, which I then did feel, 
Needs must I under my transgression bow. 

Unless my nerves were brass or hammer'd ateeL 
For if you were by my uukindness shaken, 

Aa I by yours, youVe pass'd a hell of time : 
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 

To weigh how once I suffer'd in your crime. 
Oh that our night of woe might have remember'd' 

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits. 
And soon to you, as you to me, then tender'd 

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits I 
But tbat your trespass now becomes a fee ; 
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom ma 

' 'Fitted:' itarted,— ' ' Bemember'il ; ' reminded. 
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"tia better to be rile than rile eateem'd, 

WheD not to be receives reproach of being, 
And the jost pleasure lost, vhicb is ao deem'd 

Not bj our feeling, but hj otbers' aeelng. 
For vhjr should others' false adulterate eyes 

Gire salntation to mj sportive blood 1 
Or on mj frailties whj are frailer spies, 

Which in their vills count bad vhat I think good ? 
No. — I am that I am ; and they that level 

At my abuses, reckon np their own : 
I maj be Btrai^t, though thej themselves be bevel ; ^ 

Bj their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown ; 
Unless this general evil they maintain, — ' 
All men are bad, and in their badness reign. 



Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 

Full cbaracter'd with lasting memory. 
Which shall above that idle rank remain. 

Beyond all date, even to eternity : 
Or at the least so long as brain and heart 

Have faculty by nature to subsist ; 
Till each to razed obbvion yield his part 

Of thee, thy record never can be mifis'd. 
That poor retention ^ coald not so much hold. 

Nor need I tallies, thy dear love to score ; 
Therefore to give them from me was I'bold, 

To trnst those tables that receive thee more : 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee. 
Were to import forgetfidneas in me. 

• That poor letontioD : ' i* tb« Ubl 
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No I Time, tihoa ahalt not boast th*t I da chatiga : 

Thj pyramids built up with never might 
To me are nothbg novel, nothing BtraDg« ; 

They are bat dressings of a fonner sight. 
Our dates are brief, and therefore ve admire 

What thou dost foist upon as that ia old ; 
And rather make them bom to our desire. 

Than think that ve before hare beard them told 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 

Not wondering at the present nor the past ; 
For thy records and what we see do lie, 

Made more or less with thy continaal hute : 
This I do TOW, and this shall ever be, 
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee : 



If my dear love were hut the child of state, 

It might for Fortune's bastard be unfotheHd, 
As subject to Time's love, or to Time's hate, 

Weeds among weeda, or flowers with flowers gat 
No, it was builded far from accident ; 

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thrall&d discontent, 

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls : 
It fears not policy, that heretic, 

Which works on teases of ehort-number'd hours, 
But all alone stands hugely politic, 

That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with sh 
To this I witness call the foots of time, 
Which die for goodness, who have lived for crime. 
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CXXV. 

Were't aught to me I bore the canopy, 

With my extern the outward hononring. 
Or laid great bases for eternity, 

Whidi prove more short than waste or raining ? 
Hare I not seen dwellers on form and favour 
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent, 
or compound sweet foregoing simple saTour, 
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ? 
; — let me be obsequious in thy heart. 
And take thou my oblation, poor but free, 
^Thich is not mix'd with seconds,^ knows no art. 
But mutual render, only me for thee, 
lence, thou suborned informer I a true soul, 
^%Vhen most impeach'd, stands least in thy contrd. 

cxxvi. 

^h thou, my loTely boy, who in thy power 
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour ; 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st 
Thj loTers withering, as thy sweet self grow'st ! 
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack. 
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back, 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace, and wretched minutes kill. 
Yet fear her, thou minion of her pleasure ; 
She may detain, but not still keep her treasure : 
Her audit, though dela/d, answer'd must be. 
And her quietus is to render thee. 

' ^ Seconds : ' inferior or teoondary persona are not mixed up with liis 
tribote of afiectioD. 
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In the old age black vas not counted fsir. 

Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name ; 
But now is black beauty's Buccessive heir> 

And beautj slander'd with a bastard shame : 
For since each hand bath put on nature's power. 

Fairing the foul with art's false borrow'd fac^ 
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower. 

But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace. 
Therefore my mistress' eyes are raren black, 

Her eyes so suited ; and they moumera seem 
At such, who, not bora fair, no beauty lack. 

Slandering creation with a false esteem : 
Yet so they moura, becoming of their woe. 
That erery tongae says, beauty should look so. 



How oil, when thou, my music, music playst. 

Upon that blessed wood whose motion eomida 
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'et 

The wiry concord that mine ear confoonda, 
Do I envy those jacks,^ that nimble lei^ 

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand. 
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest reap, 

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand ! 
To be so tickled, they would change their state 

And sitnation with those dancing chips. 
O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, 

Making dead wood more bless'd than living lipB. 
Since saucy jacks so happy are In this, 
Qive them thy fingers, me tbj lips to kiss. 
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CXXIX. 

Th' expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

Is lost in action ; and till action^ lust 
Is peijured, murderous^ bloody^ full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust ; 
£njo/d no sooner, but despised straight ; 

Past reason hunted ; and no sooner had, 
Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait. 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad : 
Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme ; 
A bliss in proof, — and proved, a very woe ; 

Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream ; 
All this the world well knows : yet none knows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 

cxxx. 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun ; 

Coral is far more red than her lips' red : 
K snow be white, why then her breasts are dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white. 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks ; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, — ^yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound ; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go, — 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground ; 
And yet, by Heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 



^ 
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Thou art as tjrannoos, «> aa tboa art, 

As those whoae beaaties proudly make them cruel ; 
For veil Ubou knov'st to mj dear doting heart 

Thon art the fairest and most precious jewel. 
Yet, in good faith, some aay that Uiee behold, 

Thy &ce hath not the pover to make love groan : 
To Bay they err, I dare not be so bold, 

AlthoQ^ I swear it to myself akioe. 
And, to be sare that is not &lse I sirear, 

A tJiOBSand groans, bat tJunldng on thy (atx, 
One on aoother^s nedc, do vitoess bear 

Thy bbuDc is fiurest in my judgment's place. 
In nothing Jirt tliou black, save in thy deeds, 
And thence tim slander, as I think, proceeds. 

Thine eyes I lore, and they, as pitying me, 

Knowing thy heart torments me with disdaio. 
Hare put on black, and loving moumere be. 

Looking vith pretty ruth upon my pais. 
And truly not the morning sun of heareo 

Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east. 
Nor that fall star that ushers in tJie even 

Doth half that glory to the sober west, 
As those two mourniog eyes become thy hoe : 

Oh, let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mouming doth thee grace, 

And suit thy pity like in every pwt. 
Then will I awear beauty herself is blaok. 
And all they foul that Uiy complexion lack. 
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CXXXIII* 

Beshrew^that heart that makes my heart to groan 

For that deep \roand it gives oij friend and me ! 
Is 't not enough to torture me alone, 

But slave to slavery my sweet'st friend must bo ? 
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken. 

And my next self thou harder hast engross'd ; 
Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be tross'd. 
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward, 

But then my friend's heart let my poor heart bail ; 
Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard ; 

Thou canst not then use rigour in my gftol : 
And yet thou irilt ; for I, being pent in titee. 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 

oxxxrv. 

So now I have confess'd that he is thine. 

And I myself am mortgaged to thy will ; 
Myself I 'U forfeit, so that other mine 

Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 

For thou art covetous, and he is kind ; 
He learned but, surety-like, to write for me. 

Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 
The statute ^ of thy beauty thou wilt take. 

Thou usurer, that putt'st forth all to use, 
And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake ; 

So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 
Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me ; 
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 

* * Statute : * obligation, security. 
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VThoever hath her visb, thou hast th; will, 

Aod will to boot, and will ia over-plos ; 
More than enough am I that rex thee still. 

To thy sweet will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious. 

Not once vouchsafe to hide mj will in thine t 
Shall will in others seem right gracioos, 

And in mj will no fair acceptance shine t 
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still. 

And in abundance addeth to his store ; 
So thou, being rich in will, add to thj will 

One will of mine, to make thy large will more. 
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill ; 
Think all but one, and me in that one Will 



If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 

Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy WiU, 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ; 

Thus far for love, my love-suit, sweet, fulfiL 
Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love, 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 
In things of great receipt with ease we prove ; 

Among a number, one is reckon'd none. 
Then in the number let me pass untold, 

Though in thy stores' account I one must be ; 
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 

That nothing me, a something sweet to thee : 
Make but my name thy love, and love that still. 
And then thou lov'st me — for my name is WiU. 
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CJXXIX. 

Oh, call not me to jastify the wrong, 

That thj nnkindnesB lays npon my heart ; 
Woond me not with thine eye, but with thy tongae ; 

Use power with power, and day me not by art. 
Tell me thou loVst elsewhere ; but in my sight, 

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside. 
What need'st thoa wound with cunning, when thy might 

Is more than my o'erpress'd defence can 'bide i 
Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows 

Her pretty looks hare been mine enemies ; 
And therefore from my face she turns my foes, 

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries : 
Tet do not so ; but since I am near slain, 
Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain. 

OXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain ; 
Lest sorrow lend me words, and words express 

The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 
If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 

Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so ; 
(As testy sick men, when their deaths be near. 

No news but health from their physicians know;) 
For, if I should despair, I should grow mad. 

And in my madness might speak ill of thee : 
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad. 

Mad slanderers by mad ears believM be. 
That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 
Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud heart go wi^ 
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CXU. 

In faith I do not love thee with mine ejes^ 

For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 
But 'tis my heart that lores what they despise, 

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote. 
Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted ; 

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 
Nor taste nor smell, desire to be invited 

To any sensual feast with thee alone : 
But my five wits, nor my five senses can 

Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee. 
Who leaves unswa/d the likeness of a man, 

Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to be ; 
Only my plague thus far I count my gain. 
That she that makes me sin, awards me pain. 

CXLII. 

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate. 

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving : 
Ob, but with mine compare thou thine own state. 

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine. 

That have profaned their scarlet ornaments. 
And seaUd false bonds of love as oft as mine ; 

Robb'd others' beds' revenues of their rents. 
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov'st those 

Whom thine eyes woo as mine imp6rtune thee : 
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows, 

Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 
If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide. 
By self-example may'st thou be denied 1 



X 
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ho, as a careM housewife nms to catch 

One of her feathered creatures broke avaj. 
Sets down her babe, and makes all swift despatch 

In p6rsiiit of the thing she vould have stay ; 
Whilst her neglected child holds her in chase, 

Cries to catch her whose bnaj care is bent 
To follow that which flies before her face, 

Not pnzing her poor in&nt's discontent ; 
So runn'st thou after that which flies &om thee. 

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ; 
But if thoa catch thy hope, torn back to me. 

And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind : 
So will I pray that thon maj'st have thy WiU, 
If thou turn back, and my load crying atilL 



Two loves I hare of comfort and despair. 

Which hke two spirits do suggest ^ me still : 
The better angel is a man right fair. 

The worser spirit a woman, coloor'd ilL 
To win me soon to hell, my female otU 

Tempteth my better angel from mj side. 
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil. 

Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 
And whether that my angel be tum'd fiend. 

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell ; 
But being both from me, both to each friend, 

I guess one angel in another's helL 
Yet this shall I ne'er know, bat live in donbt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one oat 
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CXLV. 

Those lips that Love's own hand did make, 

Breathed forth the sound that said, ^ I hate/ 
To me that langoish'd for her sake : 

But when she saw my woful state, 
Straight in her heart did mercj come. 

Chiding that tongue, that ever sweet 
Was used in giving gentle doom ; 

And taught it thus anew to greet : 
' I hate,' she alter'd with an end. 

That followed it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend 

From heaven to hell is flown away. 
' I hate ' from hate away she threw. 
And saved my life, saying-^^ not you.' 

CXLVI. 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 

Fool'd by those rebel powers that thee array. 
Why dost thou pine within, and sufier dearth. 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay 'i 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend 1 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess. 

Eat up thy charge 1 Is this thy body's end ? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss. 

And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 

Within be fed, without be rich no more : 
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men. 
And, Death once dead, there's no more dying then. 



1 
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My love is as a fever, loogiag etill 

For that vbicli longer aurseth the disease ; 
Feediag on that vMch doth preserve the ill. 

The uDcertaia aicTdj appetite to pleaae. 
My reasoD, the physician to my lore, 

Angry that his preBcriptiomi are not kept^ 
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 

Desire is death, vhich physic did except. 
Past cure I am, now reason is past care. 

And frantic mad with evermore unrest ; 
My thoughts and my discourse as mad men'a are> 

At random from the truth vainly ezpress'd ; 
For I have surora thee fair, and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 



Oh me I what eyes hath lore put in my head, 

Which have no correspondence with true sight ! 
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled. 

That censures ^ falsely what they see aright % 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote. 

What means the world to say it is not so t 
If it be not, then love doth well denote 

Love's eye is not so true aa all men's : no. 
How can it t Oh how can Love's eye be true. 

That is so vex'd with watching and with tears ? 
No marvel then though I mistake my view ; 

The sun itself sees not, till heaven dears. 
Oh cunning Love ! with tears thou keep'st me blind. 
Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul bolts should find. 

' ' Ceiuarei : * estimate!. 
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CZLIX. 

Canst thou, oh cruel ! saj I love thee not^ 

When I, against myself, with thee partake ? ^ 
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 

Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake 1 
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend ? 

On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon 1 
Nay if thou lowVst on me, do I not spend 

Rerenge upon thyself with present moan 1 
What merit do I in myself respect, 

That is so proud thy service to despise, 
When all my best doth worship thy defect. 

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes ? 
But, lore, hate on, for now I know thy mind ; 
Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am blind. 

CL. 

Oh, from what power hast thou this powerful might, 

With insufficiency my heart to sway ? 
To make me give the lie to my true sight, 

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day ? 
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill, 

That in the very refuse of thy deeds 
There is such strength and warrantise of skill. 

That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds ? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more, 

The more I hear and see just cause of hate ? 
Oh, tiioa^ I love what others do abhor, 

With others thou should'st not abhor my state ; 
If thy nnworthiness raised love in me, 
More worthy I to be beloved of thee. 

* ^Partake:* take part. 
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Love is too yonng to know vhat conscience is ; 

Yet who knows not, conscience is bom of lore T 
Then, gentle cheater, oi^e not mj amiss,^ 

Lest guilty of mj fiaulta thj sweet self prore. 
For thoa betraying me, I do betray 

My nobler part to my gross body's treason ; 
My aoul doth tell my body that he may 

Trimnph in love ; fiesb stays no farther reason ; 
But, rising at thy name, doth point ont thee 

As his trinmphant prize. Proad of this pride. 
He ia contented thy poor drudge to be. 

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side. 
No want of conscience bold it that I call 
Her — ^loTo, for whose dear lore I rise and fall. 



Id loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn. 

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing' 
In act thy bed-row broke, and new faith torn. 

In rowing new hate after new lore bearing. 
But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee. 

When I break twenty ? I am perjured most ; 
For all my rows are oaths but to misose thee. 

And all my honest &ith in thee is lost : 
For I hare avom deep oaths of thy deep kindness, 

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ; 
And, to enlighten thee, gare eyes to blindness, 

Or made them swear against the thing they see ; 
For I hare sworn thee fair : more perjured I, 
To swear, against the truth, so foul a lie I 



Cnpid laid bj his brand, and fell asleep : 

A maid of Dian'a this adrantage foond. 
And his lore-Itindling fire did quickly steep 

Id a cold rallej-fonnlain of that ground ; 
Which borrow'd from his holy fire of love 

A dateless livelj heat, still to endure. 
And grew a seething bath, vhich ;et men prore 

Against strange maladies a sorereign cure. 
Bat at mj mistress' eye Lore's brand new-fired, 

The boj for trial needs would touch mj breast ; 
I, sick withal, the help of bath desired. 

And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest. 
Bat found DO cure ; the hath for my help lies 
Where Cupid got new fire ; — my mistress' eyes. 



The little lore-god, lying once asleep, 

Lud by his side lUs heart-inflaming brand, 
Whilst many nymphs that Tow'd chaste life to keep. 

Came tripping by ; but in her muden hand 
The fureet votary took up that fire 

Which many legions of true hearts had warm'd ; 
And so the general of hot desire 

Was, sleeping, by a virgin hand disarm'd. 
This brand ^e qaenchM in a cool well by, 

Which from love's fire took heat perpetual. 
Growing a bath and healthful remedy 

For men diseased ; but I, my mistress' thrall. 
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove. 
Lore's fire heats water, water cools not lore. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



A LOVER'S COMPLAINT. 

1 Fbom off a hill whose concare womb re-worded 

A plaintful storj from a sisteriDg rale, 
Mj spirits to attend this double voice accorded^ 
And down I lay to list the sad-tuned tale : 
Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale. 
Tearing of papers^ breaking rings a-twain, 
Storming liier world with sorroVs wind and rain 

2 Upon her head a platted hive of straw, 

Which fortified her visage fit)m the sun, 
Whereon the thought might think sometime it sa 

The carcase of a beauty spent and done. 

Time had not scythM all that youth begun, 
Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of Heaven's fell 
Some beauty peep'd through lattice of sear'd age. 

3 Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne. 

Which on it had conceited ^ characters, 
Laund'ring ^ the silken figures in the brine 
That season'd woe had pelleted ^ in tears. 
And often reading what contents it bears ; 
As often shrieking undistioguish'd woe, 
In clamours of all size, both high and low. 

* * Re- worded :* echoed. — * * Ck)nceited : * fanciful.—* * Lannd'riDg : * waah- 
ing.— * * Pelleted ; ' made into pellets. 
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4 Sometimes her levelled eyes their carriage ride, 

As they did battery to the spheres intend ; 
Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied 
To th^ orbed earth : sometimes they do extend 
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and nowhere fix'd, 
The mind and sight distractedly commix'd. 

5 Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat. 

Proclaimed in her a careless hand of pride ; 
For some, untuck'd, descended her sheaved ^ hat. 

Hanging her pale and pinSd cheek beside ; 

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide. 
And, true to bondage, would not break from thence, 
Though slackly braided in loose negligefice. 

6 A thousand favours from a maund ^ she drew 

Of amber, crystal, and of bedded jet,^ 
Which one by one she in a river threw, 

Upon whose weeping margent she was set ; 

Like usury, applying wet to wet. 
Or monarch's hands, that let not bounty fall 
Where want cries ^ some,' but where excess begs all. 

7 Of folded schedules had she many a one, 

Which she perused, sigh'd, tore, and gave the 
flood; 
Orack'd many a ring of posied gold and bone. 

Bidding them find their sepulchres in mud ; 

Found yet mo * letters sadly penn'd in blood. 
With sleided ^ silk feat ^ and afiectedly 
Enswarth'd, and scaled to cuiious secrecy, 

' Sheaved : ' ot straw, taken from sheaves.—* * Mannd : ' hand basket. — 
(edded jet : ' jet imbedded, or set, in some other substance.—* * Mo : ' more. 
* Sletded : ' raw, untwisted. — • * Feat : * neatly. 
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8 These often bathed she in her fluxive ejes. 

And often kiss'd^ and often gaye to ^ tear ; 
Cried, ' Oh false blood t thou register of lies. 
What unapproydd witness dost thou bear I 
Ink would have seem'd more black and damni 
here ! ' 
This said, in top of rage the lines she rents. 
Big discontent so breaking their contents. 

9 A reverend man that graz'd his cattle nigh. 

Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew 
Of court, of city, and had let go bj 

The swiftest hours, observM as thej flew. 
Towards this afflicted fancy ^ fastly drew ; 
And, privileged by age, desires to know. 
In brief, the grounds and motives of her woe. 

10 So slides he down upon his grainM bat,' 

And comely-distant sits he by her side ; 

When he again desires her, being sat. 
Her grievance with his hearing to divide : 
If that from him there may be aught applied 

Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage, 

'Tis promised in the charity of age. 

1 1 ' Father/ she says, ' though in me you behold 

The injury of many a blasting hour. 
Let it not tell your judgment I am old ; 
Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power : 
I might as yet have been a spreading flower. 
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself, and to no love beside. 

' * Gave to : * inclined to, or made a moyement to.—' * Faiioj : * enamoi 
one.— '*Bat:'olnb. 
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12 ' Bat woe is me t too earlj I attended 

A joathful suit (it was to gain mj grace) 
Of one bj nature's outwards so commended, 
That maiden's eyes stuck over all his face : 
Lore lacVd a dwelling, and made him her place ; 
And when in his fair parts she did abide, 
She was new lodged, and newlj deified. 

13 ' His brownj locks did hang in crooked curls j 

And eveiy light occasion of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 
What's sweet to do, to do will aptly find : 
Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind ; 
For on his yisage was in little drawn. 
What largeness thinks in paradise was sawn.^ 

14 'Small show of man was yet upon his chin ; 

His phoenix down began but to appear, 
like unshorn yelvet, on that termless skin, 

Whose bare out-bragg'd the web it seem'd to wear ; 

Yet show'd his visage ^ by that cost more dear ; 
And nice affections wavering stood in doubt 
If best 'twere as it was, or best without. 

15 ' His qualities were beauteous as his form. 

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free ; 
Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm 
As oft 'twixt May and April is to see. 
When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they 
be. 
His rudeness so with his authdrised youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 

^ 'For on hit Tiiage/ Ac :* For, on his yisage was ciraton in little, what was mm 
in hrgt, in Paradise.—' ' Showed his visage :' his yisage showed. 
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1 6 ' Well could he ride, and often men would say, 

^^ That horse his mettle from his rider takes : 
Proud of subjection, noble by the sway. 

What rounds, what bounds, what course, what 
stop he makes I " 

And controversy hence a question takes, 
Whether the horse by him became his deed. 
Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 

1 7 ' But quickly on this side the verdict went ; 

His real habitude gave life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accomplished in himself, not in his case : ^ 
All aids, themselves made fairer by their place. 
Can ^ for additions ; yet their purposed trim 
Pieced not his grace, but were all graced by him. 

18 ' So on the tip of his subduing tongue 

All kind of arguments and question deep. 
All replication prompt, and reason strong, 
For his advantage still did wake and sleep : 
To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep, 
lie had the dialect and different skill. 
Catching all passions in his craft of will ; 

1 9 ' That he did in the general bosom reign 

Of young, of old ; and sexes both enchanted. 
To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 
In personal duty, following where he haunted : 
Consents bewitch'd, ere he desire, have granted 
And dialogued for him what he would say, 
Ask'd their own wills, and made their wills obey, 

■ * Ca«e : * outward alow.—' * Can : ' is used in the sense of began. 
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20 ' Many there were that did his picture get^ 

To serve their ejes^ and in it put their mind ; 
like fools that in th' imagination set 

The goodlj objects which abroad they find 
Of lands and mansions^ theirs in thought assign^ ; 
And labouring in mo pleasures to bestow them^ 
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe ^ 
them : 

21 * So many have, that never touched his hand, 
Sweetly supposed them mistress of his heart. 
My woful self, that did in freedom stand, 
And was my own fee-simple, (not in part,) 
What with his art in youth, and youth in art, 
Threw my affections in his charmM power, 
Reserved the stalk, and gave him aU my flower. 

^2 * Yet did I not, as some my equals did. 

Demand of him, nor, being desirfed, yielded ; 
Finding myself in honour so forbid. 

With safest distance I mine honour shielded : 
Experience for me many bulwarks builded 
Of proofs new-bleeding, which remained the foil 
Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil. 

^^ * But ah ! who ever shunned by precedent 
The destined ill she must herself assay \ 
Or forced examples, 'gainst her own content, 
To put the by-pass'd perils in her way \ 
Counsel may stop a while what will not stay ; 
For when we rage, advice is often seen 
By blunting us to make our wits more keen. 

' * Owe : ' own 
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24 ' Nor gives it satis&ction to our blood. 

That ve must curb it upon others' proof. 
To be forbid the sweets tlut seem bo good. 

For fear of harms that preach in onr behoof. 

O appetite, from jadgmeot stand aloof I 
The one a palate hath that needs will taste, 
Though reason weep, and cry, " It is thy last." 

25 ' For further I could say, " This man's untrne," 

And knew the patterns of his fool beguiling ; ^ 
Heard where his plants in others' orchards grew, 

Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling ; 

Knew TOWS were ever brokers^ to defiling ; 
Thought characters and words merely but art. 
And bastards of his foul adulterate heart. 

26 ' And long upon these terms I held my city. 

Till thus he 'gan besi^ me : " Qentle maid, 
Have of my suffering youth some feeling pity, 
And be not of my holy vows afraid : 
That 's to you sworn, to none was ever said ; 
For feasts of love I have been call'd unto. 
Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow. 

27 ' " All my offences that abroad you see 

Axe errors of the blood, none of the mind ; 
Love made them not; with actore' they nay be, 
Where neither party is nor true nor kind : 
They sought their ^ame that so their fihame did 
find; 
And so much less of shame in me remaiuE^ 
By how much of me their reproach contains. 

unplM dT Ua MdiKtiaii.— 
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28 ' ** Among the many that mine eyes have seen, 

Not one Those flame mj heart ao much aa warm'd, 
Or mj a&ction put to the smallest teen,^ 
Or anj of my leisures erer cbarm'd : 
Harm bare I done to them, but ne'er was harm'd ; 
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free. 
And leign'd, comnuuiding in his monarchj. 

29 ' "Look here what tributes wounded fancies sent me. 
Of palM pearls, and rubies red as blood ; 
Figuring that they their passions likewise lent me 
Of grief and blushes, aptly onderstood 
In bloodless white and the eucrimson'd mood ; 
KSects of terror and dear modesty, 
Bocamp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 

30 ' « And lo ! behold these talents^ of their hair. 
With twisted metal amorously impleach'd,^ 
I hare received from many a several fair, 
(Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech'd,) 
With the annexions of fair gems enrich'd, 
And deep-brain'd sonnets that did amplify 
Each stone's dear nature, worth, and quality. 

^l '" The diamond, why 'twas beautiful and hard, 
Whereto his iuvised* properties did tend ; 
The deep^reen emerald, in whose fresh regard 
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend ; 
The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend 
WiUi objects manifold ; each several stone, 
With wit well blazon'd, smiled, or made some moan. 

"Teen:' grist— " Tilmtt : ' tued in the lenw of Nmething ptedou*.— 
'InphMh'd:' toKnroTtn.— ' 'luTieod:' inraible. 
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32 ^ ^^ Lo t all these trophies of affections hot, 

Of pensived and subdued desires the tender^ 
Nature hath charged me that I hoard them not^ 

But yield them up where I myself must render, 

That is^ to you, my origin and ender : 
For these, of force, must your oblations be. 
Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

33 ' ^' Oh then advance of yours that phraseless hand, 

Whose white weighs down the airy scale of praise ;. — 
Take all these similes to your own command, 

Hallow'd with sighs that burning lungs did raise ; ^ 
What me your minister, for you obeys, 
Works under you ; and to your audit comes 
Their distract parcels in combined sums. 

34 ' ^' Lo ! this deyice was sent me from a nun. 

Or sister sanctified of holiest note ; 

Which late her noble suit^ in court did shun. 
Whose rarest havings^ made the blossoms dote. 
For she was sought by spirits of richest coat,^ 

But kept cold distance, and did thence remove. 

To spend her living in eternal love. 

35 ^ '^ But oh, my sweet, what labour is't to leave 

The thing we have not, mastering what not strives! ^ 
Paling^ the place which did no form receive, 

Playing patient sports in unconstrainM gyves ; 

She that her fame so to herself contrives, 
The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight, 
And makes her absence valiant, not her might 

^ ^ Suit in ooort : ' the suit made to her in oourt.— ' ' Havings : * acoom- 
plishments, saj aome ; fortune, say others. — ' * Goat : * of arms. — * * Paling :* 
* securing within the pale of a cloister that heart which had never reoeiyed the 
impression of love.' — Malone, 
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36 * " Oh pardon me^ in that mj boast is true ; 
The accident which brought me to her eye. 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, 
And now she would the cagM cloister fly : 
Religious love put out religion's eye : 
Not to be tempted, would she be immured, 
And now, to tempt all, liberty procured. 

3? ' " How mighty then you are, oh hear me toll ! 
The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fountains in my well. 
And mine I pour your ocean all among : 
I strong o'er them, and you o'er me being strong, 
Hust for your victory us all congest. 
As compound love to physic your cold breast. 

* " My parts had power to charm a sacred sun, 
Who, disciplined and dieted in grace, 

^lieved her eyes when they to assail begun, 
All vows and consecrations giving place. 
most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space. 

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine, 

For thou art all, and all things else are thine. 

3ft t a y^hen thou impressest, what are precepts wortli 
Of stale example ? When thou wilt inflame. 
How coldly those impediments stand forth 
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ! 
Love's arms are peace, 'gainst rule, 'gainst sense, 
'gainst shame, 
And sweetens, in the suflfering pangs it bears, 
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 

*0 '"Now all these hearts that do on mine depend, 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine. 
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And supplicant their aigha to you extend. 
To leave the batteiy that you make 'gainat mine^- 
Lending soft audience to my sweet design, 
And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath, 
That diall prefer and undertake my troth." 

41 ' This said, his watery eyes he did dismount, 

■ffhose sights till then were levell'd on my face ; 

Each cheek a riTcr running from a fount 

With hriniflh current downward flow'd apace : 

Oh how the channel to the stream gave grace ! 

Who, glazed with crystal, gate^ the glowing rosea 

That flame through water which their hue endosca 

42 ' Oh, father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 

In the small orb of one particular tear ! 
But with the inundation of the eyes 

What rocky heart to water will not wear ? 

What breast so cold that is not warmM here t 
Oh, cleft effect 1 cold modesty, hot wrath. 
Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath ! 

43 ' For lo ! his passion, but an art of craft, 

Even there resolved my reason into tears ; 
There my white stole of chastity I daff'd, 

Shook off my sober guards and ciTil^ fears ; 

Appear to him, as he to me appears, 
All melting ; though our drops this difference bore, 
Ilis poison'd me, and mine did him restore. 

44 'In him a plenitude of subtle matter. 

Applied to cautels,' all strange forms receives. 
Of burning blushes, or of weeping water, 

1 < Qdic : ■ KoL— * * CinI : ' dtoorcms.— ' ' Caoteli : ' deotiU, iiuidiMu purposu. 
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Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves^ 
In either's aptness^ as it best deceives^ 
^€ blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes^ 
Or to torn white and swoon at tragic shows ; 

^^ ' That not a heart which in his level came^ 

Conld 'scape the hail of his all-hurting aim^ 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ; 

And yeil'd in them^ did win whom he would maim : 
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim ; 
"When he most bum'd in heart-wish'd luxury,^ 
He preached pure maid^ and praised cold chastity. 

G < Thus merely with the garment of a Grace 
The naked and concealed fiend he coyer'd^ 
That the unexperienced gave the tempter place^ 
Which^ like a cherubim^ aboye them hoyer'd. 
Who^ young and simple^ would not be so loyer'd 1 
Ah me I I fell ; and yet do question make 
What I should do again for such a sake. 

' Oh, that infected moisture of his eye. 
Oh, that false fire which in his cheek so glow'd, 

Ob, that forced thunder from his heart did fiy. 
Oh, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow'd. 
Oh, all that borrowed motion, seeming owed,^ 

Would yet again betray the fore-betra/d, 

And new pervert a reconcildd maid ! ' 

^'Lozniy:* lewdness.— ** Owed : ' owned, his own. 
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PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 

I. 

Sweet Cjtherea, sitting by a brook, 

With youDg Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green. 
Did court the lad with many a lovely look. 

Such looks as none could look but beaut/s queen. 
She told him stories to delight his ear ; 

She show'd him favours to allure his eye ; 
To win his heart, she touch'd him here and there : 

Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 
But whether unripe years did want conceit, 

Or he refused to take her figured proffer. 
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 

But smile and jest at every gentle offer : 
Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward ; 
lie rose and ran away ; ah, fool too froward ! 

II. 

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy mom. 

And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade. 
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made. 
Under an osier growing by a brook, 

A brook where Aden used to cool his spleen. 
Hot was the day ; she hotter that did look 

For his approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by. 

And stood stark naked on the brook's green brim ; 
The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye. 

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him : 
He spying her, bounced in, whereas he stood ; 
Jove, quoth she, why was not I a flood ? 
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in. 

was the morO; when the fair queen of love^ 
1 

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove, 

For Aden's sake, a youngster proud and wild ; 
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill : 

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ; 
She, silly queen, with more than love's good will, 

Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds ; 
Once, quoth she, did I see a fair sweet youth 

Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a boar. 
Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth ! 

See in my thigh, quoth she, here was the sore : 
She showM hers ; he saw more wounds than one. 
And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 

IV. 

Venus, with Adonis sitting by her. 

Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him : 
She told the youngling how god Mars did try her, 
' And as he fell to her, she fell to him. 
Even thus, quoth she, the warlike god embraced me ; 

And then she clipp'd Adonis in her arms : 
And thus, quoth she, the warlike god unlaced mo. 

As if the boy should use like loving charms. 
Even thus, quoth she, he seized on my lips. 

And with her lips on his did act the seizure ; 
And as she fetched breath, away he skips. 

And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure. 
Ah ! that I had my lady at this bay, 
To kiss and dip me till I run away ! 

^ Here a line has been lost. 



200 shakspeabe's poetical works. 



V. 

Crabbed age and youth 

Cannot live together ; 
Youth is fiill of pleasanoe, 

Age is full of care : 
Youth like summer mom^ 

Age like winter weather ; 
Youth like summer brave. 

Age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of sport, 
Age's breath is short. 

Youth is nimble, age is lame : 
Youth is hot and bold, 
Age is weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 
Age, I do abhor thee. 
Youth, I do adore thee ; 

Oh, my love, my love is young I 
Age, I do defy thee ; 
Oh, sweet shepherd, hie thee. 

For methinks thou sta/st too long. 

VI. 

1 Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, soon vade< 

Pluck'd in the bud, and vaded in the spring I 
Bright orient pearl, alack ! too timely shaded I 

Fair creature, kill'd too soon by death's sharp stii 
Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree. 
And falls, through wind, before the fall should be. 

2 I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ; 

For why? thou left'st me nothing in thy will 

1 ' Vadcd : * faded. 
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^^i jet thou left'st me more than I did crave ; 
^or wij? I cravM nothing of thee still : 
J^ Jes, dear friend^ I pardon crave of thee ; 
^y discontent thou didst bequeath to me. 

VII. 

^^ is my love, but not so fair as fickle ; 
j^ ^lild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty ; 
^^iter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle ; 
^ ^fter than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty : 
^ lily pale, with damask dye to grace her, 
^Oiie fairer, nor none falser to deface her. 

^ ^r lips to mine how often hath she join'd. 

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing ! 
f)w many tales to please me hath she coined. 
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing ! 
et in the midst of all her pure pretestings, 
er faith, her oathff, her tears, and all were jestings. 

^he bum'd with love, as straw with fire flameth. 

She bum'd out love, as soon as straw out burneth ; 
^he firamed the love, and yet she foiFd the framing. 

She bade love last, and yet she fell a-tuming. 
^as this a lover or a lecher whether 1 
Bad in the best, though excellent in neither. 

VIII. 

*^id not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 

'Gainst whom the world could not hold argument, 

Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 

A woman I forswore ; but I will prove. 
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
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Mj vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gain'd, cores all disgrace in me. 
My TOW was breath, and breath a vapoar is ; 

Then, thou fau- sun, that on this earth doth shine, 
Exhale this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine. 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To break an oath, to win a paradise 1 

IX. 

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love 1 

never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd : 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee 111 constant prove ; 

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like osiers 
bow^d. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 

Where all those pleasures live that art can comprehend. 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suiffice ; 

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend ; 
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder ; 

Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire : 
Thine eye Jove's lightning seems, thy voice Ms dreadful 
thunder, 

Which (not to anger bent) is music and sweet fire. 
Celestial as thou art, oh do not love that wrong, 
To sing the heavens' praise with such an earthly toi^ie. 

X. 

1 Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good, 

A shining gloss, that vadeth suddenly ; 
A flower that dies, when first it 'gins to bad ; 

A brittle glass, that's broken presently : 
A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower. 
Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour. 
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2 And as goods lost are seld or Dover founds 
As yaded gloss no mbbing will refresh^ 
As flowers dead lie wither'd on the ground^ 

As broken glass no cement can redress, 
So beaatj, blemished once, for over's lost, 
In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cost. 

XI. 

1 Oood night, good rest. Ah ! neither be mj share : 

She bade good night, that kept m j rest away ; 
And daff 'd^ me to a cabin hang'd with care. 

To descant on the doubts of my decay. 
Farewell, quoth she, and come again to-morrow ; 
Fare well I could not, for I supp'd with sorrow. 

2 Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile. 

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether : 
'T may be, she joy'd to jest at my exile, 

'T may be, again to make me wander thither : 
Wander^ a word for shadows like myself. 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 

XII. 

1 Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east I 

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise 
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest. 

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes. 
While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark. 
And wish her lays were tun^d like the lark ; 

2 For she doth welcome day-light with her ditty. 

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night : 
The night so pack'd, I post unto my pretty ; 
Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wishc^d sight ; 

»*DaffM:» put off. 
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Sorrow changed to solace, solace mix'd with sorrow ; 
For why ? she sigh'd, and bade me come to-morrow. 

3 Were I with her, the night would post too soon ; 

Bat now are minutes added to the hours ; 
To spite me now, each minute seems a moon ; ^ 

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers I 
Pack night, peep day ; good day, of night now borrow ; 
Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow. 

xiu. 

It was a lordling^s daughter, the fairest one of three, 
That likM of her master as well as well might be, 
Till looking on an Englishman, the fairest that eye 
could see. 

Her fancy fell a-tuming. 
Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love 

did fight, 
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant knight: 
To put in practice either, alas it was a spite 

Unto the silly damsel. 
But one must be refiis^, more mickle was the pain. 
Thatnothingcould be usdd, to turn them both to gain. 
For of the two the trusty knight was wounded with 
disdain: 

Alas, she could not help it I 
Thus art, with arms contending, was victor of the day, 
Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away; 
Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay ;: 

For now my song is ended. 

XIV. 

On a day (alack the day !) 
Love, whose month was ever May^ 

1 > A moon : * a month. 
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Spied a blossom passing fair^ 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All anseen, 'gan passage find ; 
That the lover, sick to death, 
Wished himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so I 
But, alas, my hand hath sworn 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet. 
Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 
Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were ; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

XV. 

My flocks feed not. 
My ewes breed not. 
My rams speed not, 

All is amiss : 
Love is dying, 

Faith's defying, J^' 

Heart's denying, 

Causer of this. 
All my merry jigs are quite forgot. 
All my lady's love is lost, God wot : 
Where her faith was firmly fix'd in love, 
There a nay is placed without remove. 
One silly cross 
Wrought all my loss .; 

Oh frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame I 
For now I see. 



206 shaesp£abe's poetical wobks. 

Inconstancj 

More in women than in men remain. 
In black mourn I, 
All fears scorn I, 
Love hath forlorn me. 

Living in thrall : 
Heart is bleeding. 
All help needing, 
(Oh cruel speeding 1) 

Fraughted with galL 
Mj shepherd's pipe can sound no deal,^ 
My wether's bell rings doleful knell ; 
Mj curtail dog, that wont to have plaj'd, 
Plays not at all, but seems afraid ; 
With sighs so deep, 
Procures ^ to weep, 

In howling-wise, to see my doleful plight 
IIow sighs resound 
Through heartless ground. 

Like a thousand vanquished men in blood 
fight 1 
Clear wells spring not. 
Sweet birds sing not. 
Green plants bring not 

Forth ; they die : 
Herds stand weeping, 
Flocks all sleeping. 
Nymphs back peeping 

Fearfully. 
All our pleasure known to us poor swains, 
All our merry meetings on the plains, 
All our evening sport from us is fled, 

1 ^ No deal : * in no degree. — * * Procures,* &c. : The dog proonrat (t. 
manages matters) so as to weep~ST£V£NS. 
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All our love is lost, for love is dead. 
Farewell, sweet lass, 
Thy like ne'er was 

For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan 
Poor Coridon 
Must live alone, 

Other help for him I see that there is none, 

XVL 

1 Whenas thine eye hath chose the dame. 

And stall'd the deer that thou shouldst strike, 
Let reason rule things worthy blame. 

As well as partial fancy like : 
Take counsel of some wiser head. 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 

2 And when thou com'st thy tale to tell. 

Smooth not thy tongue with filM talk, 
Lest she some subtle practice smell : 

(A cripple soon can find a halt :) 
But plainly say thou lov'st her well, 
And set her person forth to sell. 

3 What though her frowning brows be bent. 

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night ; 
And then too late she will repent. 

That thus dissembled her delight ; 
And twice desire, ere it be day. 
That which with scorn she put away. 

4 What though she strive to try her strength. 

And ban and brawl, and say thee nay. 
Her feeble force will yield at length. 
When craft hath taught her thus to say : 
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' Had vomea been bo Btrong aa meOf 
In futh jou had not had it then.' 

5 And to W vill frame all thj vajs ; 

Spare not to spend, — and chiefly there 
Where thj desert may merit praise, 

By lingiDg in thy lady's ear : 
The strongest castle, tover, and town. 
The golden bullet beats it down. 

6 Serre always with assmM tmst, 

And in thy suit be humble, true ; 
Unless thy lady prore nnjuBt, 

Press neTer thou to choose anew : 
When time shall serve, be thou not slack 
To proffer, though she put thee back. 

7 The wiles and guiles that women work, 

Dissembled with an outward show. 
The tricks and toys that in them lurk. 

The cock that treads them shall not know. 
Have yon not heard it said fiill oft, 
A woman's nay doth stand for nought ? 

8 Think women still to strive with men. 

To sin, and never for to saint : 
There is no heaven, by holy then. 

When time with age sbaJI them attcunt. 
Were kisses all the joys in bed, 
One woman would another wed. 

9 But soft ; enough, — too much I fear, 

Zjest that my mistress hear my song ; 
She *11 not stick to round me i' th' ear. 
To teach my tongue to be so long : 
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e blush, here be it said, 
^ secrets so bewra/d 



XVII. 

t fell upoa a daj, 
e merry month of May, 
^Dg in a pleasant shade 
ich a groYe of myrtles made, 
•^^^^Jts did leap, and birds did sing, 
^^^^es did grow, and plants did spring : 
^rything did banish moan, 
e the nightingale alone : 
e, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
an'd her breast np-till a thorn, 
^Tid there sung the dolefolFst ditty, 
^That to hear it was great pity : 
Pie, fie, fie, now wonld she cry, 
Teru, Tern, by and by : 
That to hear her so complain. 
Scarce I conld from tears refrain ; 
For her griefs so lively shown. 
Made me think upon mine own. 
Ah ! (thoaght I) thou moum'st in vain ; 
None take pity on thy pain : 
Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee ; 
Ruthless bears, they will not cheer thee. 
King Pandion, he is dead ; 
All thy friends are lapp'd in lead : 
All thy fellow-birds do sing, 
Careless of thy sorrowing. 
Even so, poor bird, like thee. 
None alive will pity me. 
Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled. 
Thou and I were both beguiled. 





210 shakspeake's poetical works. 

Every one that flatters thee^ 

Is no friend in misery. 

Words are easy like the wind ; 

Faithful friends are hard to find. 

^very man will be thy friend^ 

iVhilst thou hast wherewith to spend ; 

But if store of crowns be scanty 

No man will supply thy want. 

If that one be prodigal^ 

Bountiful they will him call : 

And with such like flattering, 

' Pity but he were a king.' 

If he be addict to vice, 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

If to women he be bent. 

They have him at command^ment ; 

But if Fortune once do frown. 

Then farewell his great renown : 

They that fawn'd on him before. 

Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed. 

He will help thee in thy need ; 

If thou sorrow, he will weep ; 

If thou wake, he cannot sleep : 

Thus of every grief in heart 

He with thee doth bear a part. 

These are certain signs to know 

Faithful friend from flattering foe. 

XVIII. 

If music and sweet poetry agree. 

As they must needs, the sister and the brother. 
Then must the love be great 'twixt thee and me. 

Because thou lov'st the one, and I the other. 
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Dowland ^ to tbee is dear, whose heavenly touch 

Upon the lute doth ravish human sense ; 
Spenser to me^ whose deep conceit is such^ 

As^ passing all conceit^ needs no defence. 
Thou lov'st to hear the sweet melodious sound, 

That Phcebus^ lute, the queen of music, makes ; 
And I in deep delight am chiefly drown'd, 

Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 
One god is god of both, as poets feign ; 
One knight loves both, and both in thee remain. 



VBBSES AMONG THE ADDITIONAL POEMS TO 
CHESTER'S LOVE'S MARTYR, 1601. 

1 Let the bird of loudest lay. 

On the sole Arabian tree, 
Herald sad and trumpet be, 
To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

2 But thou, shrieking harbinger. 

Foul precurrer of the fiend. 
Augur of the fever's end. 
To this troop come thou not near. 

3 From this session interdict 

Every fowl of tyrant wing. 
Save the eagle, feather'd king : 
Keep the obsequy so strict. 

4 Let the priest in surplice white. 

That defunctive music can,^ 
Be the death-divining swan, 
Lest the requiem lack his right. 

' * Dowland:' a famooslataDist.— * * Defunctive mii«io can :' knows funeral muAic. 
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5 And thou, treble-dated crow. 

That thj sable gender mak'st 
With the breath thou giv'st and ta 
'Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 

6 Here the anthem doth commence : 

Love and constancy is dead ; 
PhoBnix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 

7 So they loved, as love in twain 

Had the essence but in one ; 
Two distincts, division none : 
Number there in love was slain. 

8 Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 

Distance, and no space was seen 
'Twixt the turtle and his queen : 
But in them it were a wonder. 

9 So between them love did shine. 

That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix' sight : 
Either was the other's mine. 

10 Property was thus appall'd, 

That the self was not the same ; 
Single nature's double name 
Neither two nor one was call'd. 

11 Reason, in itself confounded. 

Saw division grow together ; 
To themselves yet either-neither. 
Simple were so well compounded : 

12 That it cried, how true a twain 

Seemeth this concordant one I 
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Love hath reason, reason none. 
If what parts can so remain. 

13 Whereupon it made this threno^ 
To the phoenix and the dove, 
Co-supremes and stars of loye ; 
As chorus to their tragic scene. 

THBENOS. 

1 Beauty, truth, and rarity, 
Grace in all simplicity, 
Here enclosed in cinders lie. 

2 Death is now the phoenix' nest ; 
And the turtle's loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest, 

3 Leaving no posterity : — 
'Twas not their infirmity. 
It was married chastity. 

4 Truth may seem, but cannot be ; 
Beauty brag, but 'tis not she ; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 

5 To this urn let those repair 
That are either true or fair ; 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 

Wm. Shaespeabb. 

> ^ Threiie :' funeral song. 
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The Tlaxl of Snrrej presents himself in yarions interesting 

'fights amongst our poets. In the first place, besides his 

xomantic history and his early doom, he was both a lord and 

a poet, a combination which has not been fomid very often in 

our literature — Byron being the only other very eminent bard 

who has worn the coronet ; secondly, he was one of our earliest 

improyers in the art of versification ; and, thirdly, he first 

intiodnced the sonnet and blank verse into England, and 

desenres the gratitude of all who enter into the spirit of 

Wordsworth's fine lines — '^Scom not the sonnet ;" and of all 

lAo remember that the greatest poems in our language, such 

as " Shakspeare's Plays," the " Paradise Lost," the " Night 

Thonghts," the " Seasons," the " Task," Southey's " Rode- 

lick," and many others, have been written in blank verse. 

Henry Howard was bom, it is supposed, at Framlingham, 
in Suffolk, somewhere between 1516 and 1518. The family 
from whidi he sprung was an old one, but had had a some- 
what fluctuating career between its first origin and the birth 
of the poet It has been traced to a period antecedent to the 
Conquest Under the reign of the first two Edwards, William 
Howard is said by some to have been a knight, and to have 
held the o£Sce of Chief-Justice of the Common Pleas; 
but thia is doubtfuL His descendant. Sir Eobert Howardy 
manied Margaret Mowbray, the great-great-granddaughter 
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of Edward I. Her son. Sir John Howard, was created a 
baron in 1470; and when the family of the Mowbrayi, 
the Dukes of Norfolk, became extinct^ he became eldest 
co-heir of the house, through his mother, and was created 
duke hj Richard III., his eldest son being at the same 
time made Earl of Surrey. It is of this duke that the well- 
known rhjme occurs in Shakspeare — 

^Jockey of Norfolk, be not so bold, 
Dickon, thy master, is bought and sold.** 

** Jockey " fell fighting bravely by the side of the usurper, 
at the Battle of Bosworth, and his son was taken prisoner, 
committed to the Tower, and deprived of his title of Earl df 
Surrey. To this, however, he was restored in 1489 ; and in 
1514, having done good service at the battle of Flodden Field, 
was made Duke of Norfolk. Thomas, the eldest son of this 
duke, married Anne, the youngest daughter of Edward IV. 
All the children by this marriage died young, and were 
followed soon by their mother. Shortly after her death, 
Thomas married again, his second wife being the Lady Eliza- 
beth, daughter of the Duke of Buckingham. The match, 
owing to disparity of years, and to a previous attachment of 
the lady to the Earl of Westmoreland, was imhappy, although 
it resulted in the birth of three children — Heniy, the poet; 
Thomas, afterwards created Viscount Bindon by Queen Eliza- 
beth ; and Mary, who wedded the Duke of Richmond, the 
natural son of Henry VIII. 

As neither the exact date nor the exact place of Surrey's 
birth is ascertained, so total uncertainty rests on the particu- 
lars of his childhood. In 1526, when he was about ten or 
eleven years of age, we find him- acting as cupbearer to the 
king. Even before this time he had formed a friendship with 
the Duke of Bichmond, his ftiture brother-in-law; and when, 
in 1532, Henry VIII., who had been induced by Cardinal 
Wolsey to cultivate the friendship of Francis L, went to 
Boulogne and Calais, he was accompanied by these two 
youths. The memorable interview which took place between 
Henry and Francis, amidst such gorgeous drcumstances, on 
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le Field of the Cloth of Gold^ was witnessed by Surrey, and 

nist Yery deeply have impressed his youthful imagination, 

yier this, according to some accounts, Richmond, in his 

lomney to Paris, where he went to complete his studies, was 

•eeompanied by Surrey. If he went there, however, his stay 

BBit have been short, as we hear of him, in 1533, at the coro* 

lation of the unfortunate Anne Boleyn — a relation of the 

Hofwaid £unily, where, in the procession, the fourth sword, 

litk the scabbard upright before the king, was borne by our 

poet In November, the same year, the Duke of Richmond 

Ktnned from Paris to England, and was contracted to Lady 

Xaiy Howard, Surrey's sister ; but as the parties were too 

dofdy related, in the eye of the Roman Catholic Church, a 

fi^Kosation was required. Till it was obtained, the young 

ioke was placed at Windsor, while the bride continued to 

mide with her father. It was at this time that the inter- 

coune between Surrey and Richmond, so vividly pictured in 

the following lines, took place : — 

^ In active games of nimbleness and strength. 
Where we did straiD, train*d with swarms of youtii, 
Oar tender limbs, that yet shot up at length. 
llie secret groves, which ofb we made resound, 
Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies* praise, 
Beoording soft what grace each one had found. 
What hope of speed, what dread of long delays." 

The ladies here alluded to were Lady Mary Howard, the 
affianced of Richmond ; and Lady Frances Yere, daughter of 
the Earl of Oxford, to whom Surrey was contracted in 1532, 
■nd mairied in 1535. On the 10th of March 1536, she bore 
him his eldest son, Thomas. 

All acquainted with literary history have heard of Surrey's 
** (jeraldine," and of the sonnets he has indited in her praise. 
She ranks with Petrarch's Laura, Dante's Beatrice, Schiller's 
Laura, and various other half-true, half-fictitious heroines, 
whom poets have chosen to idealise and make immortal. All 
these were real personages — but to all, genius has given sup- 
plemental charms and attributes, which have thrown over 
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them a graceful veil like that which autumn mist sheds on the 
face of an ordinary landscape, and which have tended 
partly to beautify ^em, and partly to obscure. What • 
delightful uncertainty rests on iLe history of Petrarch's Lsnn 
-object, as he says himself in his '^ Letter to Posterity/' ''oft 
single and honourable, but most passionate attachment, the 
violence of which I could not have endured had not the flame 
been extinguished by the severe but salutary hand of death!" 
What a diviner indistinctness rests, like the midnight d 
another planet, upon that fine, fluctuating figure of Beatrice, 
who, amidst all the mjrsteries of the Paradise of Gh)d, stuids 
up a mystery more beautiful and more mjrsterious than anjl 
How affecting those passionate outpourings of Schiller's stroo{ 
soul towards that half-seen shape of witchery and lovelineBB, 
whom he, too, must call his Laura I And what more stiinii- 
lating, amidst all the piquant materials of Byron's poetiy, 
than his allusions in '' Childe Harold," and other parts of hu 
poetry, to imaginary or half-imaginary objects of love, some 
of whom death had snatched away firom his side, to deify in 
his imagination. Byron himself says of Bousseau — 

** For his was not the love of living dame^ 
Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams, 
But of ideal beau^, which became 
In him existence, and o'erflowing teems 
Along his eloquent page, distempered as it seems.** 

But in some of the poets just alluded to, death gave the highest 
kind of ideal beauty to lost objects of affection ; and added, 
besides, what imagination alone cannot bestow — ^the awfol 
apotheosis of the grave, and the consecrating shadow of 
eternity. 

The tale of Surrey's G^raldine is sufficiently romantic. She 
was Elizabeth, the daughter of Gerald Fitz-Oerald, the ninth 
Eari of Eildare. She was bom in Ireland, but brought over 
to England while yet a child. Her family became unfortu- 
nate, and Henry VIII. took compassion on her, and had 
her educated at the house of his daughter Mary (afterwards 
the <' Bloody Mary"), where, when she reached the proper 
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iPi the became one of the ladies of the chamber. Surrej 
her first at Hmisdon, but it was at a subsequent inter- 
at Hampton Court which completed the captivation. In 
fta cdebrated sonnet on her, he says — 

^ HttDsdon did first present her to mine eyen. 
Bright is her hue^ and Geraldine she hi^t» 
Hampton me taught to wish her first for mine." 

It has been maintained bj some that Surrey bore no real love 
iDdiis lady, but merely used her as the subject of a poem, 
nk^ however, is disproved by the plain and passionate terms 
cf Ae sonnet, as well as by various expressions sprinkled 
dnoog^ his other verses, in which he speaks of his attach- 
WDt as not only strong but desperate. That these expres- 
■ODS do not apply to his countess is obvious from the fact, 
&tt there never occurred any dijSculty in the way of their 
■ptuJs, except delay owing to his and her age; whereas in 
b love-poems, he speaks of his mistress as cold and coy, and 
ohorts her to add ^' bounty to beauty." It is unquestionable, 
fiam the dates, that his love, whedier real or simulated, for 
Geraldine occurred several years after his marriage, and seems 
to have resulted, not from any indifference to his lady, but 
fnm a sudden fit of infatuated passion — a fit which lasted for 
a considerable time, although it produced no result except 
a tew pretty sonnets. Geraldine, like a sensible girl, although 
only fifteen, treated Surrey^s passion as it deserved ; was mar- 
ried, in 1543, to Sir Antony Brown, a man who might have 
been her grandfrtther ; and upon his death, six years after- 
waidsy became the third wife of the Earl of Lincoln, whom 
ahe managed to survive. It is not absolutely certain whether 
Surrey's attachment outlived her marriage with Brown. 

Cheat obscurity, indeed, in spite of the elaborate researches 
of Dr Notts and Chalmers, rests on this passage of Surrey's life ; 
and as fimcy always delights in painting darkness with ideal 
and fimtastic forms, so on the dim groundwork of the real 
itoy of Surrey and his Geraldine, has been reared one of the 
stiaiigest of romantic fictions. Many a myth has been inter- 
woven with tnie history^ and often in an inextricable mannerj 
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but seldom one so ridiculoas in its conception, so incredible m 
its details, less founded on fact, and jet, till of late, so general^ 
believed, as we have now to record, as circulated about our 
chivalric poet This absurd tale is to the effect, that one Jack 
Wilton, the hero of a book called the " Unfortunate Traveller" 
(written hj one Thomas Nash, then notorious, and publishei 
in 1594), in the course of some adventures on the continent, 
met the Earl of Surrey ; was informed by him of his afiectkm 
for Geraldine, and that he had come abroad, partly to Tuit 
her birthplace, and partly, at her own instance, to defend the 
fiEtme of her beauty at Florence against all comers. On Us 
way thither Nash represents him to have visited the funoos 
magician Cornelius Agrippa, who shewed him the image oi 
his mistress, sitting on a couch, reading one of his sonnets to 
her, and moistening her pillow with tears. At Venice be 
somewhat debased his chivalrous devotion by an intrigue, on 
accoimt of which he was thrown into prison, and was delivered 
through the interference of the English ambassador. When 
at last he reached Florence, he visited the house and the 
chamber where Geraldine was bom, and burst out into a 
passion of joy and a strain of poetry. Next, he defied all mea 
to question the supremacy of his mistress's beauty ; and the 
challenge having been accepted, a succession of tilts took place, 
in all of which Surrey (armed in a shield given him by the 
Duke of Florence, who was interested in the cause, partly from 
his esteem for Surrey, and partly because the lady was a 
Florentine by oirth), like another Ivanhoe, ran down his 
antagonists. Eejecting all offers of advancement firom the 
duke, the elated knight was preparing to roam over Italy, 
celebrating similar jousts, when letters from the king of 
England came in, commanding his instant return, which he 
was reluctantly compelled to obey. 

There is, of course, nothing in all the adventures of St 
George and the Dragon, or of the immortal hero of La Mancha, 
that is more purely fictitious than this. At the time when 
Surrey was represented as wandering, through Italy in search 
of exploits, he was, in fact, in England awaiting the birth of 
his first-bom — mourning the death of his firiend the Duke of 
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Licliinoiid — ^receiving the honour of knighthood from the king 
t St James' — assisting as one of the monmers at the funeral 
i Lady Jane Seymour — and on New- Year's Day 1538, at- 
beaoding the court, while it was presenting its then annual 
pesent (of three gilded bowls) to the king. It completes the 
absDidi^ of the story, that his Geraldine at this time had only 
aftUined the mature age of seven, and that she was bom not 
in Italy, but in Ireland ! 

Yet in this legend we see a proof of the truth of the theory 

duit Surrey had loved deeply, nay madly loved Geraldine. Had 

Boft, at least, the public generally believed this as a fact, the 

BDmerous fictions which crystiJlised around it would have 

been rejected with general incredulity and contempt. Instead of 

ftis the story, as told by Nash, was eagerly reproduced — first by 

I)njton,in his "HeroicalEpistle8,"publishedinl698 — then by 

IHnstanley in some forgotten notices of the poets — then by the 

well-known Antony Wood — then by Gibber (or rather Shiels) in 

Ub ^Lives of the Poets" — and, in fine, became classical and all 

hrt final in Warton's celebrated " History of English Poetry." 

In spring 1539, his second son Henry, afterwards created 

£irl of Northampton, was bom. In 1540, Surrey greatly 

lignalised himself at the tournaments held in honour of the 

ling's marriage to Anne of Cleves. In the close of this year, 

lie was appointed, along with Lord Bussell and the Earl of 

jSonthampton, to visit Guisnes, for the purpose of overlooking 

its fiirtifieations, and putting them in a proper state of defence 

m case of a rupture with France. Here he stayed only a 

ihort time. In September this year, he and his father were 

appointed stewards of the University of Cambridge. 

In 1541, his faithful friend Thomas Clere, a cousin of Anne 
Boleyn's, who afterwards accompanied Surrey in his cam- 
paigns, and died of a woimd received in his cause, was struck 
by Sir Edmund Elnyvett within the precincts of the court. 
rhis has always been reckoned in law a great ofience. Scott 
evinces the ferocity of Roderick Dhu, by representing him as 
rtabbing a knight in Holyrood, while 

** Princes gave way before the stride 
Of the undaunted homicide.*' 
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And all the readers of ^^NigeF' remember the danger hie incmnl; 
hj striking Lord Dalgamo in the Park — and the horror Ut 
by Margaret Bamsaj at the idea of the punishment to vHuA 
he had exposed himself — ^the loss of his right hand« Enjivtt 
was brought to trial^ and condemned: but the penalty ill 
remitted, some say owing to Surrey's generous inteipositioB; •? 
others to the culprit's great court influence ; and others to tin 
king's clemency. The incident would be of no conseqaesoi 
at all in a life where the incidents were numerous and wdl- | 
known, and is of very little even in Surrey's obscure uA 
scanty story. 

On St George's Day, 1542, the king shewed his gmt 
favour for Surrey by creating him a Knight of the Garter* 
This was the more remarkable and gratif^g, as, in the be- 
ginning of the year, Henry VIII., " who spared no man iniis 
anger and no woman in his desire," had executed Suncy*! 
cousin, Catherine Howard, in the Tower, after the cohalntir 
tion of a fortnight. 

" Pride goeth before a £all ;" and this probably Surrey felt 
when, a short time after receiving one of the highest honoun 
his sovereign could confer on a subject, he fell into a dis- 
graceful and dangerous quarrel with a turbulent person of 
good fSunily, called John k Leigh. The rule is now, that no 
one '^ should wrestle with a coal-heaver unless he can wrestlo 
him cZoum." Surrey, who lived long ere Dr Johnson enun- 
ciated the above important principle, wrestled with John k 
Leigh without being able to wrestle him down. On the con- 
trary he was, for some challenge or outrage on his antago- 
nist, committed prisoner to the Fleet, although allowed the 
aristocratic luxury of two servants to wait on him while ho 
banqueted. In this inglorious position he indited a petition 
to the Privy Council — surely the most humiliating that ever 
came from the pen of peer or poet, in which he pleads the 
excuse of youth for his folly, and promises amendment — and 
that if the " King's Majesty should think the simple body 
rashly adventured in the revenge of his own quarrel might be 
employed in his service, he were happy ! " On the 7th of 
August, he was relieved from durance, on his reoognisanoe of 



THl UFS OF HENBY HOWARD; EABL OF SUBBEY. 225 

ten thooMnd merks, not to o£fer any further offence to John k 
Ijeighj or to anj of his kin. 

Shortly after, his pugnacious humour found a more legiti- 
mate vent in war. In 1542, Henry VIII. ordered a muster 
of twenty thousand men at York, and gave the command to 
the Duke of Norfolk, called by him the '' scourge of the 
Scotch." Six English earls, including Surrey his son, joined 
his standard ; and after some vexatious delays, Norfolk entered 
Scotland in the middle of October, pillaged and burned Kelso 
and Roxburgh, with many granges and villages ; but owing 
to the inclemency of the weather, and the appearance of 
Huntley with a powerful army on the Scotch side, had to 
zetiie and disband the greater part of his army. A sapient 
London critic seems to have great doubts as to Surrey^s share 
in this emprise (although, in his epitaph on Clcre, the poet 
expressly speaks of being present at the '^ blaze of Eelso")^ 
and desiderates particulars as to his '^connexion with that 
expedition" — an expedition which, as it scarcely lasted a 
fortnight, could not have furnished many particulars of any 
consequence, so feu: as Surrey was concerned, who only march^ 
imder his father's banner. 

On the 5th of April 1543, another incident occurred in 
Surrey's history, which some antiquarian critics have tried to 
make a matter of mystery, and to the investigation of which 
they have solemnly summoned our men of research. The 
earl — ^being, as appears from other circumstances in his his- 
toiji somewhat hot-blooded and impetuous — ^had committed 
two mighty offences: first, had ate flesh in Lent; and, 
secondly, had broken at night with stone-bows certain win- 
dows. For these offences he was sent to the Fleet, where he 
amused himself in writing his '' Satire against the Citizens of 
London." The quantity of speculation and wonderment 
which has been wasted in this incident, proves, first, how little 
is known of Surrey, since such a trifle has been so magnified ; 
and, secondly, what solemn noodles have been employed upon 
his biography, and upon the criticism thereof! One critic 
seriously ^' longs for some good hard-working investigator to 
look into and tell us the truth" about this '^ strange case of 
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breaking windows in the city of London" — ^a case wUch we 
verily believe many a dissipated peer, in a more civilised age^ 
has been guilty of, with a different ingtrumenij twenty tiimes 
for Surrey's once. Dr Nott, worthy man I thinks that this 
conduct of Surrey's grew out of his ^' romantic turn of 
thought, and enthusiastic mode of contemplating oommon 
objects ;" while another biographer more sensibly traces it to 
the cause which made Toby Tosspot, ^' enthusiastically con- 
templating such a common object" as Shove's brass-plate, 
rudely disturb the owner's slumbers. 

In October the same year, Norfolk sent him over to the 
continent to join the allied army before Landrecies, near 
Cambray. Here nothing of special interest occurred^ and he 
came home in November. 

In July 1544, Henry VIII. invaded France with a large 
army, the vanguard of which was commanded by Norfolk. 
Surrey was appointed marshal, and in the siege of Montreoil 
displayed conduct and courage. On the 19th of September, 
he was nearly killed, and owed his life to Clere, who, in 
carrying him off, received a wound which eventually preyed 
fatal. Surrey seems to have mourned Clere sincerely, as our 
readers will gather from the verses — poor enough, certainly— 
which he chose to inscribe on his tomb at Lambeth. Soon 
after, the siege was raised ; and Norfolk, probably accom- 
panied by his son, returned to England in December. 

Next year, the Privy Council appointed Surrey to the com- 
mand of five thousand soldiers, forming the vangoard of an 
army which was despatched to Calais in August Subsequently 
he became commander of Guisnes ; but soon after, by his own 
wish, was removed to Boulogne. Thence, in January 1645-6, 
hearing that the French were advancing, he made a sally, 
and with inferior numbers assailed their troops at St Etienne; 
but in consequence of the cowardice of a part of his army, 
was defeated, and forced to retreat to Boulogne. Althougl: 
this did not immediately lead to his recall, it must have 
somewhat shattered the king's confidence in him, as, a few 
months after, he was informed that Lord Hertford was ap- 
iMDinted Lieutenant-Greneral in his room. Pftget, the king's 
private secretary, who told him this news, advised him, in 



THB Un OF HENBT HOWABD^ EAKL OF SURREY. 227 

order to saye himself^ to solicit some command mider Hert- 

faid — a suggestion which Surrey treated as an insult, and 

vUch hardly could have been serious on the part of the pro- 

fOKTy since how coxdd any man of honour and proper pride 

consent to act under an undermining rival ? He could not 

betzij his trust, from his fidelity to the king, and he could 

iwt be expected to be very diligent in its discharge under the 

jetlous eye of Hertford, his supplanter. Ultimately, imder 

aome pretext of being required to give account of the state of 

die fii^tifications, he was recalled ; and Lord Gray, a creature 

of Hertford's, received the local command at Boulogne. 

To be recalled, in those days, was almost equivalent to 

king beheaded ; and so, aflter a number of intrigues on the 

pvt of his foes, and of bitter outbreaks of pride and passion 

OQ the part of Surrey, this gay and gallant nobleman was, 

ilong with his father, committed to the Tower. Paltry 

duu^ were produced about using the arms of Edward the 

Confessor, &c.— charges dictated by spite, and attested by 

perjured inftmy, his fether's mistress being the chief witness 

•gainst him ; and, in spite of a bold and powerful defence, he 

Was tried, found guilty by a jury of Norfolk men, including 

some relations of Clere ; and on the 21st of January 1547, in 

tlie thirtieth year of his age, and exactly a week before his 

estranged sovereign closed his career of capricious lust and 

blood, the lover of Geraldine was beheaded on Tower Hill. 

He left two sons and three daughters. He was buried in 

Tower Street, and thence removed to Framlingham, his birtli* 

place, where his second son, the Earl of Northampton, erected 

a monument to his memory. His widow married again. His 

father escaped the son's doom. 

Such was the end of our peer-poet. He was, in person, 
xmall and slight, but sinewy in frame and beautiful in counte- 
^lanoe — ^his eye wearing that expression of permanent sadness 
90 often the augury of early and violent death, as if its lustre 
were shining through blood. His character somewhat resembled 
that of Byron — ardent, brave, but rash, impetuous, and uncer- 
tain. His poetry, with fine lines, and here and there passages 
of conmderable power, would not, apart from his rank, his 
story, and his poetic jTonVum, preserve his name. It is full of 
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crude conceits and unintelligible tortuosities of thought and 
rhyme. Much as he sings of love, he is, on the whole, a 
frigid writer, and has preserved purity at the expense of 
nature and fervour of passion. He was a star in the poetic 
horizon when stars were few, and owes it to darkness and to 
distance rather than to merit that his light still glimmers— it 
can hardly be said to shine — ^upon us ; and we accept it not 
as poetry itself, but merely as containing in it the hope and 
promise of future and far superior song. 

Surrey's principal claim to consideration lies in his veisifi- 
cation. He undoubtedly improved the mechanical part of oQ^ 
poetry. He found that in the last state of anarchy and disr 
organisation. Heroic verse, instead of being confined to teO^ 
syllables, was often expanded to eleven, twelve, and eve^ 
fourteen. The results were languor and a sprawling motion^ 
The variation of pauses, too, was entirely neglected. Suire^ 
limited the heroic verse to ten syllables, and divided thes^ 
into five equal Iambic feet. To prevent the monotony pro-^ 
duced by the Iambic measure, he broke his lines by pauses 
interposed wherever he thought the harmony of Uie verse 
required them. He also employed, in general, simple and 
colloquial expressions, avoiding foreign idioms and £Euvfetched 
words. His introduction of a studied mode of involution into 
his periods is probably a less happy innovation. But he 
deserves credit, it has been said, when he ^^ discountenanced 
altogether the French mode of laying an unnatural stress upon 
final syllables, and followed the obvious and common pro- 
nunciation of our language, carefully avoiding all double 
terminations, and using only those words for rhyme which 
were noble and harmonious, and such as the ear might dwell 
upon with pleasure." 

These are not great achievements, and were competent to 
one who had even less of the " vision and the Faculty Divine*' 
than Surrey, But when we recollect the miracles of melody 
produced since by our Miltons, Drydens, Shelleys, and 
Coleridgcs, and that these are in part owing to the improve- 
ments introduced by Surrey, we fed that we owe him a debt of 
considerable gratitude as a mechanical artist^ whatever we 
may think of his genius as a poet. 
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SONGS AND SONNETS. 



DESCRIPTION OP THE RESTLESS STATE OP 

A LOVER, 

WITH SUIT TO HIS LADY, TO BUE ON HIS DYING HEART. 

The snn hath twice brought forth his tender green^ 

Twice dad the earth in lively lustiness ; 
Once hare the winds the trees despoiled clean^ 

And once again begins their cruelness^ 
Since I hare hid under my breast the harm 

That never shall recover healthfulness. 
The winter's hurt recovers with the warm ; 

The parchdd green restorM is with shade ; 
What warmth, alas I may serve for to disarm 

The frozen hearty that mine in flame hath made ? ic 
What cold again is able to restore 

My fresh green years, that wither thus and fade ? 
Alas ! I see nothing hath hurt so sore 

But Time, in time, reduceth a return : 
In time my harm increaseth more and more, 

And seems to have my cure always in scorn. 
Strange kind of death in life that I do try t 

At hand, to melt ; far off, in flame to burn. 
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And like as time list to mj core apply, 19 

So doth each place my comfort dean refose. 
All things alive, that see'th the hearens with eye, 

With cloak of night may corer, and excuse 
Itself from travail of the da/s unrest. 

Save I, alas ! against all others' use. 
That then stir up the torments of my breast, 

And curse each star as causer of my fate. 
And when the sun hath eke the dark oppress'd. 

And brought the day, it doth nothing abate 
The travails of mine endless smart and pain ; 

For then, as one that hath the light in hate, so 

I wish for night, more covertly to pkin ; 

And me withdraw from every haunted place. 
Lest by my chere^ my chance appear too plain : 

And in my mind I measure pace by pace. 
To seek the place where I myself had lost, 

That day that I was tangled in the lace,^ 
In seeming slack, that knitteth ever most. 

But never yet the travail of my thought. 
Of better state could catch a cause to boast 

For if I found, some time that I have sought, 40 
Those stars by whom I trusted of the port. 

My sails do fall, and I advance right nought ; 
As anchor'd fast my spirits do all resort 

To stand agazed, and sink in more and more 
The deadly hann which she doth take in sport 

Lo ! if I seek, how I do find my sore ! 
And if I flee, I carry with me still 

The venom'd shaft, which doth his force re- 
store 
By haste of flight ; and I may plain my fill 

Unto myself, unless this carefrd song (o 

' ^ Chere : ' ooantenance, behaviour.^' * Lace : ' a niare. 
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Print in your heart some parcel of my tene,^ 6i 

For I; alas I in silence all too long^ 
Of mine old hurt yet feel the "sround but green. 

Rue on my life, or else your cruel wrong 
Shall well appear, and by my death be seen. 



DESCRIPTION OP SPRING, 

WHEREIN BYBEYTHING BENEWS, SAVE ONLY THE LOVER. 

The soote^ season, that bud and bloom forth brings, 

With green hath clad the hill, and eke the vale : 
The nightingale with feathers new she sings ; 

The turtle to her make^ hath told her tale : 
Summer is come, for every spray now springs ; 

The hart hath hung his old head on the pale ; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings ; 

The fishes flete^ with new repaired scale ; 
The adder all her slough away she slings ; 

The swifb swallow pursueth the flies smale ;^ 
The busy bee her honey now she mings ;^ 

Winter is worn that was the flowers' bale.^ 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs ! 



DESCRIPTION OP THE RESTLESS STATE OP 

A LOVER. 

1 When youth had led me half the race 
That Cupid's scourge had made me run, 
I lookdd back to mete the place 

From whence my weary course begun. 

* ' Tene : ' torrow.— * * Soote : ' sweet.—* * Make : ' mate.—* ' Flete : ' float. 
— * * Smale : ' Bmall.— * ' Mings : ' mingles. — ' ' Bale : ' destruction. 
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2 And then I saw how my desire 

By guiding ill had let the way : 
Mine eyen, too greedy of their hire, 
Had made me lose a better prey. 

3 For when in sighs I spent the day, 

And could not cloaJc my grief with game,^ 
The boiling smoke did still bewray 
The present heat of secret flame. 

4 And when salt tears do bain^ my breast. 

Where Love his pleasant trains hath sowd, 
Her beauty hath the fruits oppressed, 

Ere that the buds were sprung and blown. 

5 And when mine eyen did still pursue 

The flying chase of their request, 
Their greedy looks did oft renew 
The hidden wound "vpithin my breast. 

6 When every look these cheeks might stain. 

From deadly pale to glowing red, 
By outward signs appeared plain, 
To her for help my heart was fled. 

7 But all too late Love leameth me 

To paint all kind of colours new. 
To blind their eyes that else should see 
My speckled cheeks with Cupid's hue. 

8 And now the covert breast I claim. 

That worshipped Cupid secretly. 
And nourishM his sacred flame. 

From whence no blazing sparks do fly. 

' * Game : ' cheerfulness.—' * Bain : ' bathe. 
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DESCRIPTION OP THE PICKLE APPECTIONS, 
PANGS, AND SLIGHTS OP LOVE. 

Such "srajward ways hath Love, that most part in discord 
Oar wills do stand, whereby our hearts but seldom do 

accord. 
Deceit is his delight, and to beguile and mock 
The simple hearts, which he doth strike with froward, 

diverse stroke. 
He causeth th' one to rage with golden burning dart ; 
And doth allay with leaden cold again the other's heart. 
Hot gleams of burning fire, and easy sparks of flame. 
In balance of unequal weight he pondereth by aim. 
From easy ford, where I might wade and pass full well, 
He me withdraws, and doth me drive into a deep dark 
hell ; 10 

And me withholds where I am call'd and ofier'd place, 
•A^nd wills me that my mortal foe I do beseech of grace ; 
ffe lets me to pursue a conquest well near won, 
'^o follow where my pains were lost, ere that my suit 

begun. 
^ by these means I know how soon a heart may turn 
™JX)m war to peace, from truce to strife, and so again 

return. 
^ know how to -content myself in others' lust ; 
^f little stuflF unto myself to weave a web of trust ; 
A.iid how to hide my harms with soft dissembling chere,^ 
^hen in my face the painted thoughts would outwardly 
appear. 20 

I know how that the blood forsakes the face for dread. 
And how by shame it stains again the cheeks with 
flaming red. 

* * Chere : ' oonntenanoe. 
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I know under the green^ the serpent how he lurks ; n 
The hammer of the restless forge I wot eke how it works. 
I know, and can by rote the tale that I would tell ; 
But ofb the words come forth awry of him that loreth veil 
I know in heat and cold the lover how he shakes ; 
In singing how he doth complain ; in sleeping how he 

wakes. 
To languish without ache, sickless for to consume, 
A thousand things for to deyise, resolving all in fume, so 
And though he list to see his lady's grace full sore, 
Such pleasures as delight his eye do not his health restore. 
I know to seek the track of my desirdd foe, 
And fear to find that I do seek. But chiefly this I know, 
That lovers must transform into the thing beloved. 
And live, (alas I who could believe ?) with sprite from 

life removed. 
I know in hearty sighs, and laughters of the spleen, 
At once to change my state, my will, and eke my colour 

clean. 
I know how to deceive myself with others' help ; 
And how the lion chastised is, by beating of the whelp. 4o 
In standing near the fire, I know how that I freeze ; 
Far off I burn ; in both I waste, and so my life I lese.^ 
I know how love doth rage upon a pelding mind ; 
How small a net may take and mesh a heart of gentle kind: 
Or else with seldom sweet to season heaps of gall ; 
Revived with a glimpse of grace, old sorrows to let fall 
The hidden trains 1 know, and secret snare of love ; 
How soon a look will print a thought, that never may 

remove ; 
The slipper state I know, the sudden turns from wealth ; ^ 
The doubtful hope, the certain woe,-and sure despair of 

health. so 



I < 



Lese : ' lose.—* * Wealth : ' bappineBB. 
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COMPLAINT OP A LOVER THAT DEFIED LOVE, 

AND WAS BY LOVE AFTER THE MOBE TORMENTED. 

Whsn Summer took in hand the Winter to assail, 
With force of might, and virtue greats his stormy blasts 

to quail: 
And vhen he dothM fair the earth about with green, 
And every tree new garmented, that pleasure was to seen, 
Mine heart 'gan new revive, and changed blood did stir 
Me to withdraw my winter woes^ that kept within the 

dore. 
' Abroad,' quoth my Desire, ' assay to set thy foot ; 
Where thou shalt find the savour sweet ; for sprung is 

every root ; 

And to thy health, if thou were sick in any case, 

Nothiog more good than in the spring the air to feel a 

space. 10 

There shalt thou hear and see all kinds of birds y wrought, 

Well tune their voice with warble small, as Nature hath 

them taught ' 
Thus prickM me my lust the sluggish house to leave, 
And for my he&lth I thought it best such counsel to 

receive. 
So on a morrow forth, unwist of any wight, 
I went to prove how well it would my heavy burden 

light. 
And when I felt the air so pleasant round about, 
I^rd! to myself how glad I was that I had gotten out. 
There might I see how Ver ^ had every blossom hent,^ 
And eke the new-betrothM birds, ycoupled how they 
went ; 20 

' » Ver : ' Spring.—' » Hent : ' brought out. 



1 
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And in their songs^ methought, they tliankdd Nature 

much, 21 

That by her licence all that year to loye^ their hap was 

such^ 
Right as they could devise to choose them feres ^ 

throughout : 
With much rejoicing to their Lord, thus flew they all about. 
Which when I 'gan resolve, and in my head conceive. 
What pleasant life, what heaps of joy, these little birds 

receive. 
And saw in what estate I, weary man, was wronght, 
By want of that they had at will, and I reject at nought. 
Lord ! how I 'gan in wrath unwisely me demean ! 
I cursM Love, and him defied ; I thought to turn die 

stream. 89 

But when I well beheld, he had me under awe, 
I askM mercy for my fault, that so transgress'd his law : 
' Thou blinded god,' quoth I, ' forgive me this ofience. 
Unwittingly I went about to malice thy pretence.' ^ 
Wherewith he gave a beck, and thus methought he swore : 
' Thy sorrow ought suffice to purge thy fault, if it were 

more.' 
The virtue of which sound mine heart did so revive. 
That I, methought, was made as whole as any man alive. 
But here I may perceive mine error, all and some. 
For that I thought that so it was; yet was it still 

undone ; 40 

And all that was no more but mine expressed mind. 
That fain would have some good relief, of Cupid well 

assigned. 
I turnM home forthwith, and might perceive it well. 
That he aggrievM was right sore with me for my rebel 

},^ Feres : ' mates ; * my trusty fiere,* Barns has it in ' Anld LangiTne.'— 
.* ^ Pretence : ' intention. 
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My harms haye ever since increased more and more^ 44 
And I remaiD, without his help^ undone for evermore. 
A mirror let me be unto ye lovers all ; 
Strive not with Love ; for if ye do^ it will ye thus befall. 



COMPLAINT OF A LOVER REBUKED. 

LoYS, that liveth and reigneth in my thought. 

That built his seat within my captive breast, 
Clad in the arms wherein with me^ie fought, 

Oft in my face he doth his banner rest. 
She, that me taught to love, and sujBer pain : 

My doubtful hope and eke my hot desire 
With shamefaced cloak to shadow and restrain ; 

Her smiling grace converteth straight to ire, 
And coward Love then to the heart apace 

Taketh his flight, whereas ^ he lurks, and plains 
His purpose lost, and dare not show his face. 

For my lord's guilt thus faultless bide I pains ; 
Yet from my lord shall not my foot remove : 
Sweet is his death, that takes his end by love. 



COMPLAINT OF THE LOVER DISDAINED. 

Ih Cyprus springs, whereas dame Venus dwelt, 
A well so hot, that whoso tastes the same. 

Were he of stone, as thawM ice should melt, 
And kindled find his breast with fixM flame ; 

Whose moist poison dissolved hath my hate. 
This creeping fire my cold limbs so oppress'd, 

* 'Wherea*:' where. 
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That in the heart that harboured freedom late. 
Endless despair long thraldom hath impressed. 

Another ^ so cold in frozen ice is found, 
Whose chilling venom of repugnant kind. 

The fervent heat doth quench of Cupid's vound. 
And with the spot of change infects the mind ; 

Whereof mj dear hath tasted to my pain : 

Mj service thus is grown into disdain. 



DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS LOVE 

GERALDINE. 

From Tuscane came mj ladj's worthy race ; 

Fair Florence was sometime her ^ ancient seat. 
The western isle, whose pleasant shore doth face 

Wild Camber's cliflfe, did give her lively heat 
Foster'd she was with milk of Irish breast : 

Her sire an earl ; her dame of prince's blood. 
From tender years, in Britain doth she rest, 

With kinges child, where she tasteth costly food. 
Hunsdon did first present her to mine eyen : 

Bright is her hue, and Geraldine she hight 
Hampton me taught to wish her first for mine ; 

And Windsor, alas I doth chase me from her sight. 
Her beauty of kind ; ^ her virtues from above ; 
Happy is he that can obtain her love ! 



THE FRAILTY AND HURTFULNESS OF 

BEAUTY.* 

Brittle beauty, that Nature made so frail. 

Whereof the gift is small, and short is the season ; 

1 * Another : * another well.—* * Her: ' their.—* ' Kind : • nature.—* It if some- 
what onoertain whether this poem be Surrey's ; it is also asoribed to Lord Yanz. 
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Flowering to-day, to-morrow apt to fail ; 

Tickle^ treasure, abhorr'd of reason ; 
Dangerons to deal with, vain, of none avail ; 

Costly in keeping ; past, not worth two peason ; ^ 
Slipper in sliding, as is an eel's tail ; 

Hard to attain, once gotten, not geason ; ^ 
Jewel of jeopardy, that peril doth assail ; 

False and untrue, enticM ofb to treason ; 
Enemy to youth, that most may I bewail ; 

Ah ! bitter sweet, infecting as the poison. 
Thou farest as fruit that with the frost is taken ; 
To-day ready ripe, to-morrow all-to * shaken. 



A COMPLAINT BY NIGHT OF THE LOVER 

NOT BELOVED. 

Alas, so all things now do hold their peace ! 

Hearen and earth disturbed in no thing ; 
The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease, 

The nights car the stars about doth bring ; 
Calm is the sea ; the waves work less and less : 

So am not I, whom love, alas ! doth wring. 
Bringing before my face the great increase 

Of my desires, whereat I weep and sing, 
In joy and woe, as in a doubtful case. 

For my sweet thoughts sometime do pleasure bring ; 
But by and by, the cause of my disease 

Gives me a pang that inwardly doth sting. 
When that I think what grief it is again 
To live and lack the thing should rid my pain. 

' * Ticldt : ' nostablef ticklish.—* ^ Peason : * peaa.— ' * Geason : * rare, or un- 
comiiion.— * * All-to : ' altogether. 
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HOW EACH THING, SAVE THE LOVER, IN 
SPRING REVIVETH TO PLEASURK 

When Wiudsor walls sustain'd mj wearied arm, 

Mj hand mj chin, to ease mj restless head ; 
The pleasant plot revested green with warm, 

The blossom'd boughs, with lusty Ver yspread. 
The flowered meads, the wedded birds so late. 

Mine eyes discover ; and to my mind resort 
The jolly woes, the hateless, short debate. 

The rakehell^ life, that 'longs to love's disport : 
Wherewith, alas ! the heavy charge of care 

Heap'd in my breast breaks forth, against my will. 
In smoky sighs that overcast the air. 

My vapour'd eyes such dreary tears distil. 
The tender spring which quicken where they fall, 
And I half bend to throw me down withaL 



A VOW TO LOVE FAITHFULLY, HOWSOEVER 

HE BE REWARDED. 

Set me whereas the sun doth parch the green, 

Or where his beams do not dissolve the ice ; 
In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen ; 

In presence prest^ of people mad or wise ; 
Set me in high, or yet in low degree ; 

In longest night, or in the shortest day ; 
In clearest sky, or where clouds thickest be ; 

In lusty youth, or when my hairs are gray : 
Set me in heaven, in earth, or else in hell. 

In hill, or dale, or in the foaming flood ; 

* * Bakehell : ' or rakel, careless.—' ^ Prest : * ntnally means readly ; ban il 
may, perhaps, mean a press or crowd of people. 
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Thrall^ or at large, aliye whereso I dwell. 
Sick; or in health, in evil fame or good. 
Hers will I be ; and only with this thought 
Content myself, although my chance be nought. 



COMPLAINT, 

THAT HIS LADT, AFTER SHE KNEW HIS LOVE, KEPT HER 
PACE ALWAYS HIDDEN PROM HIM. 

I NEVER saw my lady lay apart 

Her cornet^ black, in cold nor yet in heat, 
Sith first she knew my grief was grown so great ; 
Which other fancies driveth from my heart. 
That to myself I do the thought reserve. 

The which unwares did wound my woful breast : 
But on her face mine eyes might never rest. 
Yet since she knew I did her love and serve. 
Her golden tresses clad alway with black. 
Her smiling looks that hid thus evermore. 
And that restrains which I desire so sore : 
So doth this comet govern me, alack I 
In summer, sun ; in winter's breath, a frost. 
Whereby the light of her fan: looks I lost. 



REQUEST TO HIS LOVE TO JOIN BOUNTY 

WITH BEAUTY. 

The golden gifb that Nature did thee give. 
To fasten friends, and feed them at thy will. 

With form and favour, taught me to believe 
How thou art made to show her greatest skill ; 

^ * Cornet : ' a head-dresB, 00 called from its horns or points to whioh the Tefl 
WIS attached. 

Q 
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Whose hidden yirtues are not so unknown. 

But lively dooms ^ might gather at the first 
Where beauty so her perfect seed hath sown 

Of other graces follow needs there must 
Now oertes^ Garret^^ since all this is true. 

That from aboye thy gifts are thus elect. 
Do not deface them then with fancies new ; 

Nor change of minds, let not the mind infect : 
But mercy ^ him, thy friend that doth thee serrd. 
Who seeks alway thine honour to presenre. 



PRISONED IN WINDSOR, HE RECOUNTBTH 
HIS PLEASURE THERE PASSED. 

So cruel prison how could betide, alas, 

As proud Windsor, where I in lust and joy. 
With a king's son,* my childish ^ years did pass. 

In greater feast than Priam's sons of Troy : 
Where each sweet place returns a taste full sour : 

The large green courts, where we were wont to hove,* 
With eyes cast up into the maidens' tower, 

And easy sighs, such as folk draw in love ; 
The stately seats, the ladies bright of hue ; 

The dances short, long tales of great delight ; lo 

With words and looks that tigers could but rue ; ^ 

Where each of us did plead the other's right; 
The palm-play,^ where, despoilM for the game. 

With dazM eyes oft we by ^ams of love 

* * Lively dooms : ' ptitsOns of quick jadgment.^' * GaiTet : ' the FlU-GeraMa 
osiially wrote their iuum Qftrret, and it aeemi that Qeraidiiie wis ao oaDed 
when in attendance on the Princess Maiy. — ' * Mercj : * used as a vei b. — 
* * King^s son : * the young Dake of Richmond, natoral son to Heorj VHI., see 
•Life.*—* ' Childish: * in tbe sense of « ohUde.'--^ ' Hof« :* borer.— * 'Kae:' 
melt, catiae to pity.~* ' Palm-play :* fiyes, or teonis. 
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Have miss'd the ball^ and got sight of oar damoi i5 

To bait her ejes^ which kept the leads above ; ^ 
The gravell'd groand^ with sleeves tied on the helm, 

On foaming horse, with swords and friendly hearts, 
With chere,^ as though one should another whelm, 

Where we have fought, and chased ofb with darts ; so 
With silver drops the mead yet spread for ruth ; 

In active games of nimbleness and strength. 
Wit ere we did strain, trainM with swarms of youth, 

Our tender limbs, that yet shot up in length ; 
The secret groves, which ofb we made resound 

Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies' praise ; 
Recording oft what grace each one had found. 

What hope of speed, what dread of bug delays ; 
The wild forest, the clothfed holts with green ; 

With reins avail M,^ and swift y breathed horse, so 
With cry of hounds, and merry blasts between. 

Where we did chase the fearful hart of force ; * 
The void walls eke, that harboured us each night : 

Wherewith, alas ! reviveth in my breast 
The sweet accord, such sleeps as yet delight ; 

The pleasant dreams, the quiet bed of rest ; 
The secret thoughts, imparted with such trust ; 

The wanton ^ talk, the divers change of play ; 
The friendship sworn, each promise kept so just, 

Wherewith we pass'd the winter night away. 4o 

And with this thought the blood forsakes the face ; 

The tears berain my cheeks of deadly hue : 
The which, as soon as sobbing sighs, alas I 

Up-suppM have, thus I my plaint renew : 

' * The leads : ' the ladies were ranged on the leads or battlements of 
the castle to see the play. — '^Chere:* mien. — ' * Availed:' lowered or 
slackened. — * ^ Force : * The chase in which the game was run down, not stalk- 
ad and shot, was called the cAosm h forcer. — * * Wanton : * idle. 
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' Oh place of bliss ! renewer of m j woes 1 a 

Give me account^ where is mj noble fere 1 
Whom in thy walls thou dost each night enclose ; 

To other lief ; ^ but unto me most dear/ 
EchO; alas ! that doth m j sorrow rue^ 

Returns thereto a hollow sound of plaint (o 

Thus I alone, where all mj freedom grew, 

In prison pine, with bondage and restraint : 
And, with remembrance of the greater grief 
To banish the less, I find mj chief relief. 



THE LOVER COMFORTETH HIMSELF WITH 
THE WORTHINESS OF HIS LOVE. 

1 When raging love with extreme pain 

Most cruelly distrains my heart ; 
When that my tears, as floods of rain. 

Bear witness of my woful smart ; 
When sighs haye wasted so my breath 
That I lie at the point of death : 

2 I call to mind the navy great 

That the Greeks brought to Troy town : 
And how the boisterous winds did beat 

Their ships, and rent their sails adown ; 
Till Agamemnon's daughter's blood 
Appeased the gods that them withstood : 

3 And how that in those ten years' war 

Full many a bloody deed was done ; 
And many a lord that came fiill far. 

There caught his bane, alas ! too soon ; 
And many a good knight oyerrun. 
Before the Greeks bad Helen won. 

* 'Lief:' dear. 
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A Then think I thus : ' Sith such repair^ 
So long time war of valiant men^ 
A^as all to win a lady fair^ 

Shall I not learn to suffer then ? 
^nd think my life well spent to be^ 
Serving a worthier wight than she % ' 

S Therefore I never will repent^ 

But pains contented still endure ; 
Por like as when^ rough winter spent, 

The pleasant spring straight draweth in ure,^ 
So after raging storms of care, 
Joyful at length may be my fare. 



COMPLAINT OP THE ABSENCE OP HER 
LOVER, BEING UPON THE SEA. 

S^^POfflBD TO BBFEE TO HIS LADY^S FEBLINOS IN SURREY'S 

ABSENCE. 

1 Oh happy dames that may embrace 

The fruit of your delight, 
Help to bewail the woful case. 

And eke the heavy plight, 
Of me that wonted to rejoice 
The fortune of my pleasant choice : 
Good ladies help to fill my mourning Yoice. 

2 In ship freight with remembrance 

Of thoughts and pleasures past, 
He sails that hath in gOYcmance 
My life while it will last ; 

. ' 'Ure:' nippoeed to oome from the French *eiir«. It means fiiTonrable 
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With scalding sighs^ for lack of gale^ 
FurtheriDg his hope^ that is his 
Toward me, the sweet port of his 



3 Alas I how oft in dreams I see 

Those eyes that were my food ; 
Which sometime so delighted me 

That yet they do me good : 
Wherewith I wake with his return, 
Whose absent flame did make me bom : 
But when I find the lack, Lord ! how I mourn. 

4 When other lovers in arms across. 

Rejoice their chief delight ; 
DrownM in tears to mourn my loss, 

I stand the bitter night 
In my window, where I may see 
Before the winds how the douds flee : 
Lo I what mariner love hath made of me. 

5 And in green waves when the salt flood 

Doth rise by rage of wind, 
A thousand fencies in that mood 

Assail my restless mind. 
Alas 1 now drencheth * my sweet foe. 
That with the spoil of my heart did go. 
And left me ; but, alas ! whj did he so ? 

6 And when the seas wax calm again. 

To chase from me annoy. 
My doubtful hope doth cause me plain ; 
So dread cuts off my joy. 



« ' F^ of his ftTAile:' port wtee he intends to lower his iii^--*«I)raDdi' 
eth : ' drowneth. 
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Thus is my wealth ' mingled with woe : 
And of each thought a doubt doth grow ; 
Now he comes ! will he come ? alas I no, no I 



COMPLAINT OP A DYING LOVER 

fiSFUSED UPOK HIS LADY'S UNJUST KISTAKINQ OF HIS 

WRITING. 

Ik winter's jnst return, when Boreas 'gan his reign, 
And eyeiy tree undothM fiast, as nature taught them plain : 
In misty morning dark, as sheep are then in hold, 
I hied me fiust, it sat me on, my sheep for to unfold. 
And as it is a thing that loyers haye by fits. 
Under a palm I heard one cry as he had lost his wits. 
Whose Toice did ring so shrill in uttering of his plaint. 
That I amazed was to hear how love could him attaint. 
' Ah I wretched man,' quoth he ; ' come, death, and rid 

this woe; 
A just reward, a happy end, if it may chance thee so. lo 
Thy pleasures past haye wrought thy woe without redress ; 
If thou hiidst never felt no joy, thy smart had been the 

less.' 
And, reddess of his life, he 'gan both sigh and groan : 
A rueful tlung melihought it was, to hear him make such 

moan. 
* Thou cursed pen,' said he, ' woe-worth the bird thee 

bare; 
The man, the knife, and all that made thee, woe be to 

thehr share : 
Woe-worth the time and place where I so could indite ; 
And woe be it yet once again, the pen that so can write. 

* ' Wealth : ' weU-being. 
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Unhappy hand ! it had been happj time for me, if 
If when to write thou leamM first, unjointed hadst thou ba 
Thus cursed he himself, and every other wight, 
Saye her alone whom love him bound to serve both day 

and night. 
Which when I heard, and saw how he himself for-did,^ 
Against the ground with bloody strokes, himself e'en 

there to rid ; 
Had been my heart of flint, it must have melted tho,^ 
For in my life I never saw a man so full of woe. 
With tears for his redress I rashly to him ran. 
And in my arms I caught him fast, and thus I spake 

him than : 
' What woful wight art thou, that in such heavy case 
Torments thyself with such despite, here in this desert 

place ? ' 80 

Wherewith, as all aghast, fulfill'd with ire and dread. 
He cast on me a staring look, with colour pale and dead: 
' Nay, what art thou,' quoth he, ' that in this heavy plight 
Dost find me here, most woful wretch, that life hath in 

despite 1 ' 
' I am/ quoth I, ' but poor, and simple in degree, 
A shepherd's charge I have in hand, unworthy though 

I be.' 
With that he gave a sigh, as though the sky should fall, 
And loud, alas I he shriekM oft, and, ' Shepherd,' 'gan 

he call, 
' Come, hie thee fast at once, and print it in thy heart. 
So thou shalt know, and I shall tell thee, guiltless how 

I smart.' 40 

His back against the tree, sore feebled all with faint, 
With weary sprite he stretch'd him up, and thus he told 

his plaint : 

> ♦ For-did : ' defitroyed.— * • Tho : ' then. 
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' Onoe in my heart/ quoth he, ' it chancdd me to love 4$ 
Sudi one, in whom hath Nature wrought, her cunning 

for to proTO ; 
And sure I cannot saj, but many years were spent, 
With such good will so recompensed, as both we were 

content 
Whereto then I me bound, and she likewise also. 
The son should run his course awry, ere we this faith 

forego. 
Who joyM then but I ? who had this worldds bliss 1 
Who might compare a life to mine, that neyer thought 
on this ^ 50 

Bat dwelling in this truth, amid my greatest joy. 
Is me befallen a greater loss than Priam had of Troy. 
9ie is reversM cleau, and beareth me in hand, 
That my deserts haye giyen cause to break this faithful 

bsmd: 
And for my just excuse ayaileth no defence. 
Now knoVst thou all ; I can no more ; but, shepherd, 

hie thee hence. 
And giye him leaye to die, that may no longer liye : 
Whose record, lo ! I claim to haye, my death I do forgive ; 
And eke, when I am gone, be bold to speak it plain, 59 
Thou hast seen die the truest man that ever love did pain/ 
Wherewith he tum'd him round, and gasping oft for breath. 
Into his arms a tree he raught, and said : ' Welcome my 

death 1 
Welcome, a thousandfold now dearer unto me 
Than should, without her loye to liye, an emperor to be.* 
Thus in this woful state he yielded up the ghost ; 
And little knoweth his lady, what a loyer she hath lost 
Whose death when I beheld, no marvel was it, right 
For pity through my heart did bleed, to see so piteous 
sight; 
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Uy blood from heat to cold oft diangdd wonders sore; a 
A thousand troubles there I found I never knew befcne ; 
'Tween dread and dolour so mj sprites were brought in 

fear, 
That long it was ere I could call to mind what I did 

there. 
But as each thing hath end, so had these pains of mine: 
The furies pass'd, and I my wits restored by length of 

time. 
Then as I could de?ise, to seek I thought it best 
Where I might find some worthy place for sndi a corse 

to rest ; 
And in my mind it came, from thence not hx away, 
Where Oressid's love, Ring Priam's son, the wcNrthy 

Troilus lay : 
By him I made his tomb, in token he was true. 
And as to him belongM well, I covered it with blue.^ so 
Whose soul by angels' power departed not so soWf 
But to the heavens, lo ! it fled, for to rec^ve his doom. 



COMPLAINT OP THE ABSENCE OF HER LOVER, 

BEING UPON THE SEA. 

Good ladies ! ye that have your pleasure in exile. 
Step in your foot, come, take a place, and mourn with 

me awhile : 
And such as by their lords do set but little price, 
Let them sit still, it skiUs them not what cbance comes 

on the dice. 

* ' Blue : * the colour of coiutanoy. Bonis says, ' The hjraobth for ooneUn^, 
MB the onchaDging bloe.* Each colour was held significant of character. 



SOKOS AlSm SOKNETS. 251 

Bat ye whom lore hath bound, by order of desire, B 
To lore your lords, whose good deserts none other would 

require, 
Come ye yet once again, and set your foot by mine, 
Vhose woful plight and sorrows great no tongue may 

well define. 
My love and lord, alas ! in whom consists my wealth, 
Hith fortune sent to pass the seas, in hazard of his 
health. lo 

Wbm I was wont t^ embrace with well contented mind. 
Is now amid the foaming floods at pleasure of the wind. 
Where God will him preserve, and soon him home me 

send; 
Without which hope my life, alas ! were shortly at an end. 
Whose absence yet, although my hope doth tell me plain. 
With short return he comes anon, yet ceaseth not my 

pain. 
The fearful dreams I hare ofttimes do grieye me so. 
That when I wake, I lie in doubt, where ^ they be true 

or no. 
Sonetime the roaring seas, me seems, do grow so high. 
That my dear lord, ay me ! alas ! methinks I see him 
die. 30 

And other time the same doth tell me he is come. 
And playing, where I shall him find, with his fair little 

son.^ 
So forth I go apace to see that liefsome ^ sight. 
And with a kiss, methinks I say, ' Welcome, my lord, 

my knight ; 
Welcome, my sweet ; alas ! the stay of my welfare ; 
Thy presence bringeth forth a truce betwixt me and my 
care.' 

1 ' Where : ' whether.--' « Fair nttle son : * this marks the reference to be to 
Lady Surqr and her son Thomas—* * Lie&ome : ' dear, welcome. 
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Then liyelj doth he look, and salneth me again, tr 

And saith, ' Mj dear, how is it now that you hare all 

this pain 'i ' 
Wherewith the heavy cares, that heap'd are in my breast^ 
Break forth and me dischargen clean of all my huge 

unrest so 

Bat when I me awake, and find it but a dream, 
The anguish of my former woe beginneth more extreme ; 
And me tormenteth so that unneath ^ may I find 
Some hidden place, wherein to slake the gnawing of my 

mind. 
Thus every way you see with absence how I bum ; 
And for my wound no cure I find, but hope of good re- 
turn : 
Save when I think, by sour how sweet is felt the more, 
It doth abate some of my pains, that I abode before ; 
And then unto myself I say, ' When we shall meet. 
But little while shall seem this pain, the joy shall be so 
sweet/ 40 

Ye winds, I you conjure, in chiefest of your rage. 
That ye my lord me safely send, my sorrows to assuage ; 
And that I may not long abide in this excess, 
Do your good will to cure a wight that liveth in distress. 



A PRAISE OP HIS LOVE, 

WHEREIN HE REPHOYETH THEM THAT COMPARE THEIR 

LADIES WITH Hia 

1 Give place, ye lovers, here before 

That spent your boasts and brags in vain ; 
My lady's beauty passeth more 

The best of yours, I dare well sayen, 

> « Unneath : ' with difficulty. 
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Than doth the sun the candle light. 
Or brightest daj the darkest night. 

2 And thereto hath a troth as just 

As had Penelope the fair ; 
For what she saith, je may it trust. 

As it by writing sealM were : 
And yirtues hath she many mo 
Than I with pen have skill to show. 

S I could rehearse^ if that I would, 
The whole effect of Nature's plaint. 

When she had lost the perfect mould. 
The like to whom she could not paint : 

With wringing hands, how she did cry. 

And what she said, I know it, I. 

4 I know she swore with raging mind. 

Her kingdom only set apart. 
There was no loss, by law of kind, 

That could have gone so near her heart ; 
And this was chiefly all her pain, 
' She could not make the like again/ 

5 Sith Nature thus gaye her the praise. 

To be the chiefest work she wrought. 
In faith, methink I some better ways 

On your behalf might well be sought, 
Than to compare, as ye have done, 
'^o matdb the candle with the sun. 



TO HIS MISTRESS. 



If he that erst the form so lively drew 
Of Venus' face, triumphed in painter's art. 
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Thy father then what glory did ensue. 

By whose pencil a goddess made thou art 1 

ToachM with flame that figure made some rue. 
And with her love surprised many a heart. 

There lack'd yet that should cure their hot desire 

Thou canst inflame and quench the kindled fire. 



TO THE LADY THAT SCORNED HER LOVER. 

1 Although I had a check, 

To give the mate is hard ; 
For I haye found a neck,^ 

To keep my men in guard. 
And you that hardy are, 

To giye so great assay 
Unto a man of war. 

To diive his men away ; 

2 I rede ^ you take good heed, 

And mark this foolish Terse ; 
For I will so provide, 

That I will have your ferae.' 
And when your ferse is had. 

And all your war is done, 
Then shall yourself be glad 

To end that you begun. 

3 For if by chance I win 

Your person in the field, 
Too late then come you in 
Yourself to me to yield. 

* * Neok :* ap{MU!eiitIy an ezpresnon used in chen plajfaig, bnt the 
U not dear.-^ «£ede: ' adriBQ.^* ' Fcne : ' the qafist at 
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For I will use mj power, 

As captain full of might ; 
And stich I will deyour 

As use to show me spite. 

4 And for because you gave 

Me check in such degree, 
This vantage, lo t I hate. 

Now check, and guard to thee. 
Defend it if thou maj ; 

Stimd stiff in thine estate : 
For sure I will assay. 

If I can give thee mate. 



A WARNING TO THE LOVER, HOW HE IS 

ABUSED BY HIS LOVE. 

Too dearly had I bought my green and youthful year% 
If in mine age I could not find when craft for love 

appears ; 
And seldom though I come in court among the rest. 
Yet can I judge in colours dim as deep as can the best. 
Where grief torments the man that suff'reth secret sma^-t. 
To break it forth unto some friend, it easeth well the 

heart. 
So stands it now with me, for, my belovM friend. 
This case is thine, for whom I feel such torment of my 

mind ; 
And for thy sake I bum so in my secret breast. 
That till thou know my whole disease, my heart can 

have no rest. lo 

I see how thine abuse hath wrested so thy wits, 
That all it yields to thy desire, and follows thee by fits. 
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Where thou hast loved so long, with heart aud all thy 

power, 
I see thee fed with feignM words, thy freedom to devonr : 
I know (though she say nay, and would it well withstand) 
When in her grace thou held thee most, she bare thee hot 

in hand. 

I see her pleasant chere in chiefest of thy suit ; 
When thou art gone, I see him come that gathers up the 

fruit; 
And eke, in thy respect, I see the base degree 
Of him to whom she gave the heart that promised was 

to thee. so 

I see (what would you more), stood never man so sure 
On woman's word, but wisdom would mistrust it to endure. 



THE FORSAKEN LOVER DESCRIBBTH AND 

FORSAKETH LOVE. 

1 Oh loathsome place I where I 

Have seen and heard my dear; 
When in my heart her eye 

Hath made her thought appear. 
By glimpsing with such grace. 

As fortune it ne would 
That lasten any space, 

Between us longer should. 

2 As fortune did advance 

To further my desire, 
Even so hath fortune's chance 
Thrown all amidat the mire. 
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And that I have deserved 

With true and faithful hearty 
Is to his hands reserved 

That never felt the smart. 

3 Bat happy is that man 

That 'scapM hath the grief^ 
That love will teach him can^ 

By wanting his relief 
A scourge to quiet minds 

It iS; who taketh heed ; 
A common plage ^ that binds 

A travail without meed. 

4 This gift it hath also : 

Whoso enjoys it most, 
A thousand troubles grow. 

To vex his wearied ghost.^ 
And last it may not long, 

The truest thing of all : 
And sure the greatest wrong, 

That is within this thrall. 

5 But since thou, desert place, 

Canst give me no account 
Of my desired grace, 

That I to have was wont ; 
Farewell ! thou hast me taught. 

To think me not the first 
That love hath set aloft. 

And casten in the dust. 

*FUige:' « toil or net.-^ « GhoBt : ' spirit, mind. 

B 
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THE LOVER DESCRIBETH HIS RESTLESS 

STATE. 

1 As oft as I behold and see 

The soyereign beauty that me bounds 
The nigher my comfort is to me, 
Alas ! the fresher is my wound. 

2 As flame doth quench by rage of fire. 

And running streams consume by rain. 
So doth the sight that I desire 
Appease my grief and deadly pain. 

3 Like as the fly that see'th the flame. 

And thinks to play her in the fire. 
That found her woe, and sought her game 
Where grief did grow by her desire ; 

4 First when I saw those crystal streams. 

Whose beauty made my mortal wound, 
I little thought within their beams 
So sweet a venom to have found. 

5 But wilful will did prick me forth. 

Blind Cupid did me whip and guide ; 
Force made me take my grief in worth ; ^ 
My frxiitless hope my harm did hide ; 

6 Wherein is hid the cruel bit. 

Whose sharp repulse none can resist ; 
And eke the spur that strains each wit 
To run the race against his list^ 

''In worth:* patiently.— '* His list:* his pleasare. 
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7 As cruel waves full oft be found 

Against the rocks to roar and cry; 
So doth mj heart fiill ofb rebound 
Against my breast full bitterly. 

8 And as the spider draws her line^ 

With labour lost I frame mj suit ; 
The fault is hers^ the loss is mine : 
Of ill-sown seed such is the fruit. 

m 

9 I fall^ and see mine own decay ; 

As he that bears flame in his breast^ 
Forgets for pain to cast away 
The thing that breedeth his unrest. 



THE LOVER EXCUSETH HIMSELF OF 
SUSPECTED CHANGE. 

1 Though I regarded not 

The promise made by me ; 
Or passed not to spot 

My faith and honesty : 
Yet were my fancy strange. 

And wilful will to wite/ 
K I sought now to change 

A falcon for a kite. 

2 All men might well dispraise 

My wit and enterprise. 
If I esteemed a pese^ 

Above a pearl in price : 
Or judged the owl in sight 

The sparhawk to excel, 

••Wite:' bUme.— • » Pcie : ' * pea. 
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Which flieth but in the night. 
As all men know right welL 

3 Or if I sought to sail 

Into the brittle port, 
Where anchor hold doth fail 

To such as do resort ; 
And leave the haven sure, 

Where blows no blustering wmd ; 
Nor fickleness in ure,^ 

So far forth as I find. 

4 No ! think me not so light, 

Nor of so churlish kind. 
Though it lay in my might 

My bondage to unbind. 
That I would leave the hind 

To hunt the gander's foe : 
No, no ! I have no mind 

To make exchanges so. 

5 Nor yet to change at all ; 

For think, it may not be 
That I should seek to fall 

From my felicity. 
Desirous for to win. 

And loath for to forego ; 
Or new change to begin ; 

How may all this be so 1 

6 The fire it cannot freeze. 

For it is not his kind ; 
Nor true love cannot lese^ 
The Constance of the mind 

' * Urc : * see note, page 245.—' 'Lese:* km. 
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Yet as soon shall the fire 

Want heat to blaze and burn^ 
As I^ in such desire^ 

Haye once a thought to turn. 



A CARELESS MAN 



SCORNING AND DESCRIBING THE SUBTLE USAGE OF WOMEN 

TOWARDS THEIR LOVERS. 

Wrapt in my careless cloak^ as I walk to and fro, 
I see how love can show what force there reigneth in 

his bow : 
And how he shooteth eke a hardy heart to wound ; 
And where he glanceth by again, that little hurt is 

found 
For seldom is it seen he woundeth hearts alike ; 
The one may rage, when t'other's love is often far to 

seek. 

All this I see, with more ; and wonder thinketh me 

How he can strike the one so sore, and leave the other 

free. 
I see that wounded wight that sufi^reth all this wrong. 

How he is fed with yeas and nays, and liveth all too long. 

In silence though I keep such secrets to myself, ii 

Tet do I see how she sometime doth yield a look by 

stealth. 
As though it seem'd, ' I wis, I will not lose thee so ;' 
When in her heart so sweet a thought did never truly 

grow. 
Then say I thus : ' Alas ! that man is far from bliss. 
That doth receive for his relief none other gain but this.' 
And she that feeds him so, I feel and find it plain, 
Is but to glory in her power, that over such can reign : 
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Nor are such graces spent^ bat when she thinks that he, 
A wearied man^ is fully bent such fancies to let flee, m 
Then to retain him still, she wrastety new her grace, 
And smileth, lo ! as thoogh ^e would forthwith the man 

embrace. 
But when the proof is made, to try such looks withal. 
He fiudeth then the place all void, and freighted full of 

gall. 
Lord! what abuse is this; who can such women praise, 

That for their glory do devise to use such crafty ways ? 

I that among the rest do sit and mark the row. 

Find that in her is greater crafb than is in twenty mo : 

Whose tender years, alas ! with wiles so well are sped, 

What will she do when hoary hairs are powdered in her 

headi so 



AN ANSWER IN THE BEHALF OF A WOMAN.* 

GiBT in my guiltless gown, as I sit here and sew^ 
I see that things are not in deed as to the outward show ; 
And whoso list to look and note things somewhat near. 
Shall find where plainness seems to haunt, nothing but 

crafb appear. 
For with indifferent eyes, myself can well discern^ 
How some to guide a ship in storms stick not to take 

the stem ; 
Whose skill and courage tried in calm to steer a baige, 
They would soon show, you should foresee^ it were too 

great a charge. 
And some I see again sit still and say but small^ 
That can do ten times more than they that say they can 

do all. 10 

* * Wrasteth : * wrests to another form or purpose.*— * There is « doubt 
whether this piece was written by Surrey. 
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Whose goodlj gifts are such^ the more they understand^ 
The more thej seek to learn and know^ and take less 

charge in hand. 12 

And to declare more plain^ the time flits not so fast^ 
But I can bear right well in mind the song now sung^ 

and past ; 
The author whereof came^ wrapt in a crafty cloak, 
In will ^ to force a flaming fire where he could raise no 

smoke. 
If power and will had met, as it appeareth plain, 
Then truth nor right had ta'en no place ; their virtues 

had been vain ; 
So that you may perceiye, and I may safely see, 
The innocent that guiltless is, condemned should have 

be. 20 

Much like untruth to this the story doth declare, 
Where the elders laid to Susan's charge meet matter to 

compare ; 
They did her both accuse, and eke condemn her too, 
And yet no reason, right, nor truth, did lead them so 

to do! 
And she thus judged to die, tow&rd her death went forth, 
Fraughted with faith, a patient pace, taking her wrong 

in worth.2 

But He that doth defend all those that in Him trust. 
Did raise a child for her defence to shield her. from th' 

unjust ; 
And Daniel chosen was then of this wrong to weet. 
How, in what place, and eke with whom she did this 

crime commit. so 

He caused the elders part, the one from th' other's sight. 
And did examine one by one, and charged them both 

say right 

> ' Id wUl : ' with wiU.^' « In worth : ' meekly, patienUy. 
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' Under a molberry-tree it was ;' first said the one ; st 
The next named a pomegranate-tree^ whereby the tmtb 

was known. 
Then Susan was discharged^ and thej condemned to di^ 
As right required^ and they deserved, that framed so 

foul a lie. 
And He that her presenred, and let them of their lust; 
Hath me defended hitherto, and will do still, I trast. 



THE CONSTANT LOVER LAMENTBTH. 

1 Since Fortune's wrath envieth the wealth 

Wherein I reignfed, by the sight 
Of that, that fed mine eyes by stealth 

With sour, sweet, dread, and delight; 
Let not my grief move you to moan. 
For I will weep and wail alone. 

2 Spite draye me into Boreas' reign. 

Where hoary frosts the fruits do bite. 
When hills were spread, and every plain 

With stormy winter's mantle white; 
And yet, my dear, such was my heat. 

When others froze, then did I sweat. 

3 And now, though on the sun I drive. 

Whose fervent flame all things decays; 
His beams in brightness may not strive 

With light of your sweet golden rays ; 
Nor from my breast his heat remove 
The frozen thoughts, graven by love. 



SONGS AND SONNETS. 265 

4 Ne maj the waves of the salt flood 
Qaench that jour beauty set on fire ; 
For though mine eyes forbear the food 

That did relieye the hot desire^ 
Such as I was, such will I be, 
Your own ; what would ye more of me 1 



A SONG WRITTEN BY THE EARL OP SURREY 

OP A LADY THAT EBPUSBD TO DANCE WITH HIIL 

Each beast can choose his fere according to his mind, 
And eke can show a friendly chere, like to their beastly 

kind. 
A lion ^ saw I late, as white as any snow. 
Which seemdd well to lead the race, his port the same 

did show. 
Upon the gentle beast to gaze it pleased me, 
For still methought he seemM well of noble blood to be. 
And as he pranced before, still seeking for a make. 
As who would say, ' There is none here, I trow, will me 

forsake,' 
I might perceiye a wolf ^ as white as whaldsbone ; 
A fairer beast, of fresher hue, beheld I neyer none ; lo 
Saye that her looks were coy, and froward eke her grace : 
Unto the which this gentle beast 'gan him adyance apace, 
And with a beck full low he bowdd at her feet. 
In humble wise, as who would say, ' I am too far unmeet.' 
But such a scornful chere, wherewith she him rewarded I 
Was neyer seen, I trow, the like, to such as well desenrdd. 

1 * a Ikm : ' that u, Surrey bimflelf, the white lion being one of the badges of 
the honee of Howard.—* * A wolf;' goeaeed to mean the Ladj Stanhope, 
the anna of whose family bore a wolf. 
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With, that she start aside well near a foot or twain^ 17 
And unto him thus 'gan she saj^ with spite and great 

disdain : 
^ Lion/ she said^ ' if thou hadst known my mind before^ 
Thou hadst not spent thy travail thus^ nor all thy pain 

forlore.^ 
Do way 1 I let thee weet^ thou shalt not play with me : 
Go range about; where thou mayst find some meeter fere 

for thee/ 
With that he beat his tail^ his eyes began to flame ; 
I might perceive his noble heart much moydd by the 

same; 
Tet saw I him refrain^ and eke his wrath assuage. 
And unto her thus 'gan he say, when he was past his 

rage: 
' Cruel ! you do me wrong, to set me thus so light ; 
Without desert for my good-will to show me such despite. 
How can ye thus intreat a lion of the race. 
That with his paws a crowndd king devourdd in the 

place,^ 80 

Whose nature is to prey upon no simple food. 
As long as he may suck the flesh, and drink of noble 

blood 1 
If you be fair and fresh, am I not of your hue ? ^ 
And for my vaunt I dare well say, my blood is not un- 
true; 
For you yourself have heard, it is not bug ago, 
Sith that for love one of the race did end his life in woe. 
In tower both strong and high, for his assurM truth. 
Whereas in tears he spent his breath, alas ! the more 

the ruth. 



1 * Forlore : * lost.—' Apparently an alluBion to the defeat of Jamei IV. at 
Flodden, by Thomas, then Earl of Soirey, the Poet's grand&ther.— • « Toor 
hue:' your match. 
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This gentle beast so died^ whom nothing could remore, 
But willingly to lese his life for loss of his true love.^ 40 
Other there be whose lives do linger still in pain^ 
Against their will presenrM are^ that would hare diM 

fain. 
But now I do perceive that nought it moveth you^ 
Hy good intent^ my gentle hearty nor yet my kind so true ; 
But that your will is such to lure me to the trade^ 
As other some full many years trace by the craft ye made. 
And thus behold our kinds^ how that we differ far ; 
I seek my foes^ and you your friends do threaten still 

with war. 
I fawn where I am fled^ you slay that seeks to you : 
I can devour no yielding prey, you kill where you sub- 
due ; 50 
My kind is to desire the honour of the field ; 
And you with blood to slake your thirst on such as to 

you yield. 
Wherefore I would you wist, that for your coy^d looks, 
I am no man that will be trapped, nor tangled with such 

hooks. 
And though some lust to love, where blame full well they 

might ; 
And to such beasts of current sort that would have travail 

bright ; 
I will observe the law that Nature gave to me. 
To conquer such as will resist, and let the rest go free. 
And as a falcon free, that soareth in the air, 
Which never fed on hand nor lure, nor for no stale ^ 

doth care, €0 

* Thomas Howard, half nncle to Surrey, was oommitted to the Tower for 
haTing, without the knowledge of Henry VIU., affianced himself to the Lady 
Margaret Douglas, daughter of Margaret, Queen of Scotland, the King's sister. 
He died in the Tower after a confinement of two years.—* * Stale : ' a piece of 
meal used to allure falcons back to the hand. 
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While that I live and breathe^ such shall m j custom be er 
In wildness of the woods to seek my prej^ where pleaseth 

me; 
Where many one shall rae^ that never made offence ; 
Thus your refuse against my power shall boot them no 

defence ; 
And for reyenge thereof I tow and swear thereto, 
A thousand spoib I shall commit I never thought to do ; 
And if to light on you my luck so good shall be, 
I shall be glad to feed on that, that would have fed on me. 
And thus farewell, Unkind, to whom I bent and bow ; 
I would you wist, the ship is safe that bare his sails so 

low. TO 

Sith that a lion's heart is for a wolf no prey. 
With bloody mouth go slake your thirst on simple sheep, 

I say. 
With more despite and ire than I can now express ; 
Which to my pain, though I refrain, the cause you may 

well guess. 
As for because myself was author of the game, 
It boots me not that for my wiath I should disturb the 

same.' 



THE FAITHFUL LOVER 

DECLARETH HIS PAINS AND HIS UNCERTAIN JOTS, AND 
WITH ONLY HOPE RECOMPORTETH SOMEWHAT 

HIS WOFUL HEART. 

If care do cause men cry, why do not I complain t 
If each man do bewail his woe, why ^ow not I my paint 
Since that amongst them all, I dare well say is none 
So far from weal, so full of woe, or hath more cause to 
moan. 
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For all things having life sometime hath quiet rest ; 5 
The bearing ass^ the drawing ox^ and every other beast; 
The peasant; and the post^ th^t serves at all assays ; 
The ship-boy and the gaUeynslavOj have time to take 

their ease ; 
Save I, alas ! whom care of force doth so constrain 
To wail the day, and wake the night, continually in 

pain ; lo 

From pensiveness to plaint, from plaint to bitter tears, 
From tears to painful plaint again ; and thus my life it 

wears. 
Nothing under the sun, that I can hear or see. 
But moveth me for to bewail my cruel destiny. 
For where men do rejoice, since that I cannot so, 
I take no pleasure in that place, it doubleth but my woe. 
And when I hear the sound of song or instrument, 
Methink each tune there doleful is, and helps me to 

lament. 
And if I see some have their most desirdd sight, 
' Alas !' think I, ' each man hath weal, save I, most wofid 

wight.' so 

Then as the stricken deer withdraws himself alone. 
So do I seek some secret place, where I may make my 

moan. 
There do my flowing eyes show forth my melting heart; 
So that the streams of those two wells right well declare 

my smart ; 
And in those cares so cold, I force myself a heat, 
(As sick men in their shaking fits procure themselves to 

sweat,) 
With thoughts that for the time do much appease my 

pain : 
But yet they cause a farther fear, and breed my woe 

again. 
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Methink within mj thooglit I see right plaia appear 29 
My heart's delight, my sorrow's leech^ mine earthly 

goddess here^ 
WiUi eyery sondiy grace, that I have seen her have : 
Thus I within my woful breast her picture paint and 

graye; 
And in my thought I roU her beauties to and fro. 
Her laughing chere, her lively look, my heart that piercM so. 
Her strangeness when I su^ her serrant for to be. 
And what she said, and how she smiled, when that ehs 

pitied me. 
Then comes a sudden fear that reaveth-^ all my rest, 
Lest absence cause forgetfulness to sink within her 

breast 
For when I think how far this earth doth us divide, 
Alas ! me seems love throws me down ; I feel how that 

I slide. 40 

But then I think again, ' Why should I thus mistrust 
So sweet a wight, so sad and wise, that is so true and just t 
For loath she was to love, and wavering is she not ; 
The farther oflF the more desired.' Thus lovers tie their 

knot. 
So in despair and hope plunged am I both up and down. 
As is the ship with wind and wave, when Neptune list 

to frown: 
But as the watery showers delay the raging wind. 
So doth good hope clean put away despair out of my 

mind; 
And bids me for to serve, and suffer patiently : 49 

For what wot I the after weal that fortune wills to me ? 
For those that care do know, and tasted have of trouble. 
When passdd is their woful pain, each joy shall seem them 

double, 

' * Beayeth :' robbeth, hence * reaver.' 
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And bitter sends she now^ to make me taste the better 
The pleasant sweet, when that it comes, to make it seem 

the sweeter. 54 

And so determine I to serve until my breath ; 
Yea, rather die a thousand times, than once to false my 

faith. 
And if mj feeble corpse, through weight of woful smart. 
Do fail, or faint, my will it is that still she keep mj 

heart; 
And when this carcass here to earth shall be refared, 
I do bequeath my wearied ghost to serve her afterward. 



THE MEANS TO ATTAIN HAPPY LIFE.^ 

1 Martial, the things that do attain 

The happy life, be these, I find : 
The riches left, not got with pain ; 
The fruitful ground, the quiet mind : 

2 The equal friend ; no grudge, no strife ; 

No charge of rule nor governance ; 
Without disease, the healthful life ; 
The household of continuance : 

3 The mean diet, no delicate fare ; 

True wisdom joined with simpleness ; 
The night discharged of all care. 
Where wine the wit may not oppress : 

4 The faithful wife, without debate ; 

Such sleeps as may beguile the night ; 
Contented with thine own estate ; 
Ne wish for Death, ne fear his might. 

' A tnoBlation from Martial, one of the earliest iu the langnage. 



272 ' SABL OF subrbt's poetical works. 



PRAISE OP MEAN AND CONSTANT ESTATE 

. (areb horacb.) 

1 Of thy life^ Thomas,^ this compass well mark : 

Not aye with full sails the high seas to beat ; 
Ne by coward dread, in shunning storms dark. 
On shallow shores thy keel in peril freat^ 

2 Whoso gladly halseth ^ the golden mean, 

Void of dangers advisedly hath his home ; 
Not with loathsome muck as a den unclean, 
Nor palace like, whereat disdain may glome.^ 

3 The lofty pine the great wind often riyes ; 

With yiolenter sway fallen turrets steep ; 
Lightnings assault the high mountains and diyes.^ 
A heart well stay'd, in oyerthwartes ^ deep, 

4 Hopeth amends ; in sweet, doth fear the sour. 

Qod that sendeth, withdraweth winter sharp. 
Now ill, not aye thus : once Phoebus to low'r. 
With bow unbent, shall cease, and frame to harp 

5 His yoice. In strait estate appear thou stout ; 

And so wisely, when lucky gale of wind 
All thy puft sails shall fill, look well about ; 
Take in a reef : haste is waste, proof doth find. 



.» 



1 * Thomas : * Sir Thomas Wyatt.— * ' Freat :' fret or grate.—* ' Habeth 
embraceth. — * ^ Glome : * look at soomfolly. — * * CliTes : ' diflb. — * ^ Orer- 
thwartes : * crosses, adTersities. 
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PRAISE OP CERTAIN PSALMS OP DAVID. 

TRANSLATED BT SIB THOMAS [wTATT] THE ELDEB. 

The great Macedon, that out of Persia chased 

DarinSy of whose huge power all Asia rung, 
In the rich ark ^ Dan Homer's rhymes he placed. 

Who feigned gests ^ of heathen princes sung. 
What holy grave, what worthy sepulture. 

To Wyatt's Psalms ^ should Christians then purchase ? 
Where he doth paint the liyely faith, and pure. 

The steadfast hope, the sweet return to grace, 
Of just Dayid, by perfect penitence : 

Where rulers may see in a mirror clear, lo 

The bitter fruit of false concupiscence ; 

How Jewry bought Uriah's death full dear. 
In princes' hearts Ood's scourge imprinted deep. 
Ought them awake out of their sinful sleep. 



OP THE DEATH OP SIR THOMAS WYATT. 

Diyebs thy death do diversely bemoan : 

Some that in presence of thy livelihed ^ 
LurkM, whose breasts envy with hate had swoll'n, 

Yield Caesar's tears upon Pompeius' head. 
Some, that watch'd with the murd'rer's knife. 

With eager thirst to drink thy guiltless blood. 
Whose practice brake by happy end of life, 

With envious tears to hear thy fame so good. 

• » Ark : ' coflfer, chest.—* ♦ Gcsta : ' exploits.—' • Wyatt's Psalms : * the seven 
penitential psalms, *drawen into Englyshe meter by Sir Thomas Wyatt, 
Knyght.' — * ' livelihed ; ' the state of life ; * presence of thy lirelihed,' pre- 
of thee Eying. 

S 
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But I, that knew what harbour'd in that head. 
What virtues rare were tempered in that breast, 

Honour the place that such a jewel bred, 

And kiss the ground. whereas ^ the corpse doth rest. 

With yapour'd ejes, from whence such streams aTaile,^ 

As Pjramus did on Thisbe's breast bewail 



OP THE SAME. 



1 Wtatt resteth here, that quick could never rest ; 

Whose heavenly gifts increasM by disdain. 
And virtue sank the deeper in his breast ; 
Such profit he by envy could obtain. 

2 A head, where wisdom mysteries did frame ; 

Whose hammers beat still in that lively brain, 
As on a stithe,^ where that some work of &me 
Was daily wrought, to turn to Britain's gain. 

3 A visage stem and mild, where both did grow 

Vice to contemn, in virtue to rejoice : 
Amid great storms, whom grace assured so. 
To live upright, and smile at fortune's choice. 

4 A hand that taught what may be said in rhyme; 

That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit : 
A mark, the which (unperfected for time) 
Some may approach, but never none shall hit 



5 A tongue that served in foreign realms his king; 
Whose courteous talk to virtue did inflame 
Each noble heart; a worthy guide to bring 
Our English youth by travail unto fame. 

* ^ Whereas : * where.—' *AvaiIe : ' fall down.— ' « Stithe : ' forgpt « ^aviL 
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6 Aa eje, whose judgment none aflFect ^ could blind, 
Priends to allure^ and foes to reconcile ; 
'Hiose piercing look did represent a mind 
With virtue fraught^ reposdd,^ void of guile. 

' A hearty where dread was never so impressed 

To hide the thought that might the truth advance ; 
lu neither fortune loft,^ nor yet repressed, 
To swell in wealthy or yield unto mischance. 

® A valiant corpse,* where force and beauty met : 
Happy, alas ! too happy, but for foes, 
I^ivM, and ran the race that Nature set ; 
Of manhood's shape, where she the mould did lose. 

But to the heavens that simple soul is fled. 
Which left, with such as covet Christ to know, 

Witness of faith, that never shall be dead ; 
Sent for our health, but not received so. 

Thus for our guilt this jewel have we lost ; 

The earth his bones, the heavens possess his ghost. 



OP THE SAME. 

In the rude age, when knowledge was not rife. 
If Jove in Crete, and other were that taught 

Arts, to convert to profit of our life, ^ 
Wend ^ after death to have their temples sought : 

• 'Affect:' afibetion, paflsion.— • 'Repowd:' calmly fixed.—' *Loft:* 
liiagbtj.— « 'Gorpee:* poaoo.— * ' Wend : * did ween, or think. 
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If Virtue yet no Toid unthankful time, 

FailM of some to blast ^ her endless fame ; 

(A goodly mean both to deter from crime. 
And to her steps our sequel to inflame) ; 

In days of truth if Wyatt's friends then wail 
(The only debt that dead of quick may claim). 

That rare wit spent, emplo/d to our ayail, 

, Where Christ is taught, we led to Virtue's train. 

His liyely ^ face their breasts how did it freat,^ 

Whose cinders * yet with envy they do eat. 



AN EPITAPH ON CLERE, SURREY'S FAITHFUL 

FRIEND AND FOLLOWER.^ 

Norfolk sprung thee, Lambeth holds thee dead; 

Clere, of the Count of Cleremont, thou hight ; 
Within the womb of Ormond's race thou bred. 

And saw'st thy cousin crownSd in thy sight 
Shelton ^ for love, Surrey for lord thou chase ^ 

(Ay me ! whilst life did last that league was tender) ; 
Tracing whose steps thou sawest Kelso ® blaze, 

Landrecy burnt, and battered Boulogne render. 
At Montreuil gates, hopeless of all recure. 

Thine Earl, half dead, gave in thy hand his will ; 
Which cause did thee this pining death procure,^ 

Ere summers four times seven thou couldst fulfil. 
Ah 1 Clere, if love had booted, care, or cost, 
Heaven had not won, nor earth so timely lost. 

I ♦ Blast : • proclaim by trumpet.—* » Lively : ' living. — » » Freat : ' fret.— 
* * Cinders : ' ashes.—* ' Clere : ' Thomas, a oonsin of Anne Bol^Tn, and iaith- 
M follower of Smrey. He died in 1545 of a hurt received at Montreuil in 
Surrey's defence.—* * Shelton : ' supposed to have been a daughter of Sir John 
Shelton, of Shelton, in Norfolk. Clere never married her. — ' ' Chase : * didst 
choose. — * * Kelso : ' Surrey's connexion with the homing of Kelso is unknown. 
It occurred in 1542, under Norfolk.—* * Procure : ' he received the woond 
of which he died, when protecting the wounded earl at the gate of MootreiiiL 
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OP SARDANAPALUS^S DISHONOURABLE LIFE 

AND MISERABLE DEATH. 

TV Assyrian king, in peace^ with foul desire 

And filthy lusts that stain'd his regal heart ; 
In war^ that should set princely hearts on fire. 

Did yield yanquish'd for want of martial art. 
The dint of swords from kisses seemed strange, 

And harder than his lady's side his targe : 
From glutton feasts to soldier's fare; a change ; 

His helmet^ far aboye a garland's charge ; 
Who scarce the name of manhood did retain^ 

Drenchdd in sloth and womanish delight; lo 

Feeble of spirit; impatient of paiu; 

When he had lost his honour; and his right; 
(Proud^ time of wealth; in storms appall'd with dread); 
Murther^d himself to show some manful deed. 



HOW NO AGE IS CONTENT 

WITH mS OWN ESTATE; AND HOW THE AGE OF CHILDREN 
IS THE HAPPIEST IF THEY HAD SKILL 
TO UNDERSTAND IT. 

Laid in mj quiet bed in study as I wero; 
I saw withhi my troubled head a heap of thoughts appear; 
And eyery thought did show so liyely in mine eyes. 
That now I sigh'd; and then I smiled; as cause of thought 

did rise. 
I saw the little boy; in thought how oft that he 
Did wish of God to 'scape the rod, a tall young man to 

be; 
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The joung man eko that feols his bones with pains 

oppressed, 7 

How he would be a rich old man^ to liye and lie at rest; 
The rich old man that sees his end draw on so sore^ 
How he would be a boj again^ to liye so much, the 

more. 
Whereat full oft I smiled^ to see how all these three^ 
From boy to man^ from, man to boj^ would chop and 

change degree; 
And musing thus I think^ the case is verj strange, 
That man from wealth/ to lire in woe^ doth ever seek 

to change. 
Thus thoughtful as I laj^ I saw mj wither'd skin^ 
How it doth show m j dented chews^^ the fl^ was worn 

so thin ; 
And eke my toothless chaps, the gates of mj right way. 
That opes and shuts as I do speak, do thus unto me 

say: 
' Thy white and hoarish hairs^ the messengers of age. 
That show, like lines of true belief, that this life doth 

assuage, 20 

Bid thee lay hand, and feel them hanging on thy chin ; 
The which do write two ages past, the third now coming 

in. 
Hang up therefore the bit of thy young wanton time : 
And thou that therein beaten art, the happiest life 

define.' 
Whereat I sighed, and said : ' Farewell ! my wonted joy ; 
Truss up thy pack, and trudge from me to erery little 

boy. 
And tell them thus from me, their time most happy is. 
If, to their time, they reason had to know the truth of 

this.' 

* ' Wealth : ' well-being.—' ♦ Chews : ' jaw». 
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BONUM EST MIHI QUOH HUMILIASTI ME.^ 

Thb storms are past : the clouds are overblown ; 

And humble chere great rigour hath repressed. 
For the default is set a pain foreknown ; 

And patience grafF'd in a determine breast; 
And in the heart, where heaps of griefe were grown, 

The sweet revenge hath planted mirth and rest. 
No company so pleasant as mine own. 



Thraldom at large hath made this prison free. 

Danger well past, remember M, works delight, lo 
Of lingering doubts such hope is sprung, pardie I^ 

That nought I find displeasant in mj sight. 
But when my glass presented unto me 

The cureless wound that bleedeth day and night; 
To think, alas ! such hap should granted be 

Unto a wretch, that hath no heart to fight. 
To spill that blood, that hath so ofb been shed, 
For Biitam's sake, alas ! and now is dead ! 



EXHORTATION TO LEARN BY OTHERS' 

TROUBLE. 

My Ratclip,^ when thy rechless* youth ofiends. 
Receive the scourge by others' chastisement ; 

For such calling, when it works none amends. 
Then plagues are sent without advertisement. 

Yet Solomon said, the wrongM shall recure : 

But Wyatt said true, ' The scar doth aye endure/ ^ 

^'In Engfoh, ' It \a good for me that thoa hast afflicted me.*—* ' Pandie :* 
p&t Dieu,^^ ^ Batdif : ' 8!r Hmnphery, one of the gentlemen pensionen.— > 
* ^ Rtefakn : ' recess. — *' The scar doUi aye endure : * these words oocor in a 
abort piece of Wyatt*8, headed, ^ Wyatt, being in priaon, to Brian.' 
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THE FANCY OP A WEARIER LOVER. 

The fancy,^ which that I haye servM long, 

That hath alwaj been enemy to mine ease, 
SeemM of late to rae upon mj wrong, 

And bade me fly the cause of my misease. 
And I forthwith did press ont of the throQg, 

That thought by flight my painfiil heart to please 
Some other way, till I saw faith more strong ; 

And to myself I said, \ Alas I those days 
In yain were spent, to run the race so long.' 

And with that thought I met my guide, that plain, lo 
Out of the way wherein I wander'd wrong, 

Brought me amidst the hills in base Bullayne : ^ 
Where I am now, as restless to remain 
Against my will, full pleasdd with my pain. 



A SATIRE AGAINST THE CITIZENS OP 

L0ND0N.8 

Loin>ON ! hast thou accusM me 

Of breach of laws, the root of strife ? 

Within whose breast did boil to see. 
So fervent hot, thy dissolute life. 

That even the hate of sins, that grow 
Within thy wicked walls so rife, 

' * Fancy : ' love.—* * Bullayne : ' Boulogne.— • It ^pean, finom an entry 
in the Privy Council book, that Surrey, along with two youthful oompaniooa, 
had to appear before the Council for « breaking with stone-bows of certain 
windows.' They were confined for a month in the Tower ; and as the com- 
plaint had been made at the instance of the city authorities, Surrey avenged 
himself by this satire. He tells the citizens that he gave them an alarm at 
midnight to frighten them amidst their sins. 
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For to break forth did convert so, 7 

That terror could it not repress ; 
The which, by words, since preachers know ' 

What hope is left for to redress, 
Bj unknown means it likM me 

Mj hidden burthen to express. 
Whereby it might appear to thee 

That secret sin hath secret spite ; 
From justice' rod no fault is free. 

But that all such as work unright. 
In most quiet are next ill rest. 

In secret silence of the night 
This made me, with a rechless breast. 

To wake thy sluggards with my bow : 20 

A figure of the Lord's behest, 

Whose scourge for sin the Scriptures show : 
That, as the fearful thunder's clap 

By sudden flame at hand we know, 
Of pebble stones the soundless rap. 

The dreadful plague might make thee see 
Of Ood's wrath, that doth thee enwrap ; 

That pride might know, from conscience free. 
How lofty works may her defend ; 

And envy find, as he hath sought, zo 

How other seek him to ofiend : 

And wrath taste of each cruel thought, 
The just shape higher in the end : 

And idle sloth, that neyer wrought, 
To hearen his spirit lift may begin : 

And greedy lucre live in dread, 
To see what hate ill-got goods win ; 

The lechers, ye that lusts do feed, 
Perceiye what secrecy is in sin : 

And gluttons' hearts for sorrow bleed, 40 
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AwakM^ when their fetolt they find ; 

In loathsome vice each dronken wight^ 
To stir to God this was mj mind. 

Thy windows had done me no spite ; 
Bnt proud people that dread no fall, 

CIothM with &lsehood and unrigfat. 
Bred in the closures of thy wall. 

But wrested to wrath in ferment zeal 
Thou hast to strife my secret call. 

Indurdd hearts no warning feeL 
Oh ! shameless whore ! is dread then gone ? 

Be such thy foes, as mean thy weal t 
Oh! member of fetlse Babylon ! 

The diop of craft! the den of ire I 
Thy dreadful doom draws fiust upon. 

Thy martyrs' blood by sword and fire/ 
In heayen and earth for justice call 

The Lord shall hear their just desire ! 
The flame of wrath shall on thee fall I 

With famine and pest lamentably 
Stricken shall be thy lechers alL 

Thy proud towers, and turrets high 
Enemies to God, beat stone firom stone : 

Thine idols burnt that wrought iniquity : 
When none thy ruin shall bemoan. 

But render unto the righteous Lord, 
That so hath judgM Babylon, 

Immortal praise with one aooord. 
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A DESCRIPTION OP THE HEARTLESS STATE 

OF THE LOVER 

WHEN ABSENT FBOM THE MISTBESS OF HIS HEABT. 

The Sod, when he hath spread his rajs^ 

And shoVd his face ten thousand ways^ 

Ten thousand things do then begin. 

To show the life that they are in. 

Tho heaven shows liyelj art and hue. 

Of sundry shapes and colours new, 

And laughs upon the earth ; anon, 

The earth, as cold as any stone. 

Wet in the tears of her own kind, 

'Gins then to take a joyful mind. lo 

For well she feels that out and out 

The sun doth warm her round about. 

And dries her children tenderly. 

And shows them forth full orderly ; 

The mountains high, and how they stand ! 

The Talleys, and the great main land ! 

The trees, the herbs, the towers strong. 

The castles, and the rivers long I 

And even for joy thus of this heat 

She showeth forth her pleasures great, 20 

And sleeps no more ; but sendeth forth 

Her dergions,^ her own dear worth, 

To mount and fly up to the air. 

Where then they sing in order fair, , 

And tell in song, full merrily, 

How they have slept full quietly 

That night, about their mother's sides. 

And when they have sung more besides, 

' * Clergioiis : ' little olerke, generally applied to children employed ia cboin. 
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Then fSsdl they to their mother's breast^ 29 

Wfiereas they feed^ or take their rest 

The hunter then Bounds out his hom^ 

And rangeth straight through wood and com. 

On hills then show the ewe and lamb. 

And every young one with his dam. 

Then loyers walk and tell their tale. 

Both of their bliss and of their bale ; 

And how they serve, and how they do. 

And how their lady loves them too. 

Then tune the birds their harmony ; 

Then flock the fowl in company ; 40 

Then everything doth pleasure find 

In that, that comforts all their kind. 

No dreams do drench them of the night, 

Of foes, that would them slay, or bite. 

As hounds, to hunt them at the tail ; 

Or men force them through hill and dale. 

The sheep then dreams not of the wolf : 

The shipmen forces not the gulf ; 

The lamb thinks not the butcher's knife 

Should then bereave him of his life. 50 

For when the sun doth once run in. 

Then all their gladness doth begin ; 

And then their skips, and then their play ; 

So falls their sadness then away. 

And thus all things have comforting 
In that, that doth them comfort bring ; 
Save I, alas ! whom neither sun. 
Nor aught that God hath wrought and done. 
May comfort aught ; as though I were 
A thing not made for comfort here. eo 

For being absent from your sight. 
Which are my joy and whole delight. 
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Mj comfort, and mj pleasure too, «3 

How can I joy ? how should I do ? 
May sick men laugh, that roar for pain? 
Joy they in song, that do complain ? 
Are martyrs in their torments glad 1 
Do pleasures please them that are sad 1 
Then how may I in comfort be. 
That lack the thing should comfort me ? 70 

The blind man oft, that lacks his sight. 
Complains not most the lack of light ; 
But those that knew their perfectness. 
And then do miss their blissfulness. 
In martyrs' tunes they sing, and wail 
The want of that which doth them fail. 
And hereof comes that in my brains 
So many fancies work my pains ; 
For when I weigh your worthiness. 
Your wisdom, and your gentleness^ so 

Your Tirtues and your sundry grace. 
And mind the countenance of your face ; 
And how that you are she alone 
To whom I must both plain and moan ; 
Whom I do love, and must do still ; 
Whom I embrace, and aye so will. 
To serre and please eke as I can, 
As may a woftil faithful man ; 
And find myself so far you fro, 
Ood knows what torment and what woe 90 

My rueful heart doth then embrace ; 
The blood then changeth in my face ; 
My sinews dull, in dumps ^ I stand. 
No life I feel in foot nor hand, 

* ^ Dumps : ' gloomy meditation, or evil plight. Every one lemembera With- 
igtcm's ^ dumps/ as, in ^ Chevy Chase,* * he fought upop his stumps.' 
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As pale as any dout^ and dead. 
Lo ! suddenly the blood o'erspread. 
And gone again^ it nill so bide ; 
And thus &om life to death I slide. 
As cold sometimes as any stone; 
And then again as hot anon. 

Thns come and go my sundry fits. 
To giye me sundry sorts of wits ; 
Till that a sigh becomes my fiiend. 
And then too all this woe doth end. 
And sure, I think; that sigh doth run 
From me to you, whereas you wonne.^ 
For well I find it easeth me, 
And certes much it pleaseth me. 
To think that it doth come to you, 
As, would to God, it could so do ; 
For then I know you would soon find. 
By scent and savour of the wind. 
That eren a martyr^s sigh it is^ 
Whose joy you are, and all his bliss ; 
His comfort and his pleasure eke, 
And eyen the same that he doth seek. 
The same that he doth wish and crave, 
The same that he doth trust to hare. 
To tender you in all he may. 
And all your likings to obey. 
As far as in his power shall lie, 
Till death shall dart him, for to die. 

But, well-away ! mine own most best. 
My joy, my comfort, and my rest ; 
The causer of my woe and smart. 
And yet the pleaser of my heart ; 

» ' Woime : ' dvreU. 
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And she that on the earth above 127 

Jb even the worthiest for to loye, 
Hear now my plaint I hear now my woe . 
Hear now his pain that lores you so t 
And if your heart do pity bear^ 
Pity the cause that you shall hear. 
A doleful foe in all this doubt^ 
Who leaves me not^ but seeks me out^ 
Of wretched form and loathsome face^ 
While I stand in this woful case^ 
Comes forth^ and takes me by the hand^ 
And says^ ' Friend^ hark I and understand ; 
I see well by thy port and chere. 
And by thy looks and thy manere^ i4o 

And by thy sadness as thou goest^ 
And by the sighs that thou out throwest^ 
That thou art stu£P^d full of woe : 
The cause^ I thinks I do well know. 
A fantaser ^ thou art of some^ 
By whom thy wits are overcome. 
But hast thou read old pamphlets aught 1 
Or hast thou known how books have taught 
That love doth use to such as thou ? 
When they do think them safe enow, uo 

And certain of their ladies' grace, 
Hast thou not seen ofttimes the case, 
That suddenly their hap hath tum'd, 
As things in flame consumed and bum'd ? 
Some by deceit forsaken right. 
Some likewise changed of fancy light 1 
And some by absence soon forgot ? 
The lots in love, why know'st thou not ? 

^ ^ FanUaer : ' loyer. 
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And though that she be now thine own. 
And knows thee well, as may be known ; 
And thinks thee to be such a one 
As she likes best to be her own ; 
Think'st thou that others have not grace 
To show and plain their woful case, 
And choose her for their lady now. 
And swear her truth, as well as thou ? 
And what if she do alter mind. 
Where is the love that thou wouldst find ? 
Absence, my friend, works wonders ofb ; 
Now brings full low that lay full loft. 
Now turns the mind, now to, now fro. 
And where art thou, if it were so ? ' 

' If absence,' quoth I, ' be marvellous, 
I find her not so dangerous ; 
For she may not remoye me fro 
The poor good-will that I do owe 
To her, whom erst ^ I love, and shall. 
And chosen have aboYe them all 
To serye and be her own as far 
As any man may offer her ; 
And ^ill her serve, and will her love. 
And lowly, as it shall behove ; 
And die her own, if fate be so : 
Thus shall my heart nay part her firo. 
And witness shall my good-\?ill be. 
That absence takes her not fix)m me ; 
But that my love doth still increase 
To mind her still, and never cease : 
And what I feel to be in me, 
The same good-will, I think, hath she 



1 1 



Erst : ' formerly, long sinco. 
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As firm and fast to biden aje, i9i 

Till death depart us both away/ 

And as I have my tale thus told, 
Steps nnto me, with countenance bold, 
A steadfast friend, a counsellor. 
And named is Hope, my comforter ; 
And stoutly then he speaks and says, 
' Thou hast said truth withouten nays ; 
For I assure thee, even by oath. 
And thereon take my hand and troth, 200 

That she is one the worthiest. 
The truest, and the faithfullest. 
The gentlest and the meekest of mind. 
That here on earth a man may find : 
And if that love and truth were gone. 
In her it might be found alone. 
For in her mind no thought there is. 
But how she may be true, I wis ; 
And tenders thee, and all thy heal,^ 
And wishes both thy health and weal ; 210 

And loYCs thee even as far-forth than 
As any woman may a man ; 
And is thine own, and so she says ; 
And cares for thee ten thousand ways. 
On thee she speaks, on thee she thinks ; 
With thee she eats, with thee she driuks ; 
With thee she talks, with thee she moans ; 
With thee she sighs, with thee she groans ; 
With thee she says, " Farewell, mine own I " 
When thou, Qod knows, full far art gone ; 220 
And eren, to tell thee all aright. 
To thee she says full oft, '' Good night 1 '' 

* ^ Heal : ' prosperitj, 
T 



] 
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And names thee oft her own most dear^ sss 

Her comfort, weal, and all her cheer ; 

And tells her pillow all the tale 

How thou hast done her woe and bale ; 

And how she longs, and plains for thee. 

And says, " Why art thou so from me ? 

Am I not she that loves thee best ? 

Do I not wish thine ease and rest 1 230 

Seek I not how I may thee please ? 

Why art thou then so from thine ease I 

If I be she for whom thou carest, 

For whom in torments so thou farest, 

Alas ! thou know'st to find me here, 

Where I remain thine own most dear ; 

Thine own most true, thine own most just; 

Thine own that Ioyo thee still, and must ; 

Thine own that cares alone for thee. 

As thou, I think, dost care for me ; sio 

And eyen the woman, she alone 

That is full bent to be thine own." 

^ What wilt thou more ? what canst thou craye 1 
Since she is as thou woxild'st her have. 
Then set this drivel out of door. 
That in thy brains such tales doth pour. 
Of absence, and of changes strange ; 
Send him to those that use to change : 
For she is none, I thee avow. 
And well thou mayst believe me now.' 250 

When Hope hath thus his reason saidj 
Lord ! how I feel me well a-paid 1 
A new blood then o'erspreads my bonea^ 
That all in joy I stand at ones. 
My hands I throw to heaven above. 
And humbly thank the god of love. 
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That of his grace I should bestow 257 

My love so well as I it owe ; 

And all the pUtnets as thej standi 

I thank them too with heart and hand, 

That their aspects so friendly were. 

That I should So my good-will bear 

To you, that are the worthiest. 

The fairest, and the gentilest. 

And best can say, and best can do 

That %ngs, methinks, a woman to. 

And therefore are most worthy far. 

To be beloT^d as you are. 

And so says Hope in all his tale, 

Whereby he easeth all my bale ; 270 

For I believe, and think it true. 

That he doth speak or say of you. 

And thus contented, lo I I stand 

With that that Hope bears me in hand. 

That you are mine, and shall so be ; 

Which Hope I keep full sure in me, 

As he, that all my comfort is. 

On you alone, which are my bliss. 

My pleasure chief, which most I find, 

And e'en the whole joy of my mind ; 280 

And shall so be, until the death 

Shall make me yield up life and breath. 

Thus, good mine own, lo I here my trust ; 

Lo ! here my truth, and service just ; 

Lo ! in what case for you I stand ; 

Lo I how you have me in your hand ; 

And if you can requite a man. 

Requite me, as you find me than. 
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ECCLESIASTBS. 

CHAPTER I. 

I, Solomon, David's son. King of Jerosalem, 

Chosen by Qod to teach the Jews, and in his laws to 

lead them, 
Confess, under the sun that everything is vain ; 
The world is false; man he is frail, and all his pleasures 

pain. 
Alas ! what stable fruit may Adam's children find 
In that they seek by sweat of brows and travail of their 

mind! 
We, that live on the earth, draw toward our decay ; 
Our children fill our place a while, and then they vade^ 

away. 
Such changes maketh earth, and doth remove for none. 
But serves us for a place to play our tragedies upon, lo 
When that the restless sun westward his course hath 

run, 
Towards the east he hastes as fast, to rise where he begun. 
When hoary Boreas hath blown his frozen blast. 
Then Zephyrus, with his gentle breath, dissolves the ice 

as fast. 
Floods that drink up small brooks, and swell by rage of 

rain, 
Discharge in seas, which them repulse, and swallow straight 

again. 
These worldly pleasures. Lord I so swift they run their 

race. 
That scarce our eyes may them discern, they bide so 

little space. 

^ * Vade : * go, or paas, from vado. 
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What hath been^ but is now ? the like hereafter shall : 
What new device grounded so sure^ that dreadeth not 

the fall ? 20 

What may be callM new, but such things in times past 
As Time buried, and doth reviye, and Time again shall 

waste ? 
Things past, right worthy fame, hare now no bruit at all; 
Even so shall die such things as now the simple wonders 

call. 
I, that in David^s seat sit crowned, and rejoice, 
That with my sceptre rule the Jews, and teach them 

with my voice, 
Have searched long to know all things under the sun. 
To see how in this mortal life a surety might be won. 
This kindled will to know ; strange things for to desire 
God hath graff 'd in our greedy breasts a torment for our 

hire. so 

The end of each travail forthwith I sought to know ; 
I found them vain, mixM with gall, and burthen'd with 

much woe. 
Defaults of nature's work no man's hand may restore, 
Which be in number like the sands upon the salt flood's 

shore. 
Then, vaunting in my wit, I 'gan call to my mind 
"What rules of wisdom I had taught, that elders could 

not find. 
And, as by contraries to try most things we use, 
Men's follies, and their errors eke I 'gan them all peruse. 
Thereby with more delight to knowledge for to climb : 
But this I found an endless work of pain, and loss of 

time ; 40 

For he to wisdom's school that doth apply his mind. 
The further that he wades therein, the greater doubts 

shall find ; 
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And such as enterprise to pat new things in nre, i% 
Of some that shall scorn their device, maj well themsehres 
assure. 

OHAPTEB II. 

Fbom pensiye fEtncies then I 'gan mj heart revoke. 
And gave me to such sporting plajs as laughter might 

provoke; 
But even such vain delights, when thej most blinded me, 
Always, methought, with smiling grace a king did ill agree. 
Then sought I how to please my belly with much wine, 
To feed me fat with cc^y feasts of rare delights, and 

fine; 
And other pleasures eke to purchase me, with rest : 
In so great choice to find the thing that might content 

me best. 
But, Lord ! what care of mind, what sudden storms of lie, 
What broken sleeps endured I, to compass my desire, lo 
To build me houses fair then set I all my cure : ^ 
By princely acts thus strove I still to make my fame 

endure. 
Delicious gardens eke I made to please my sight, 
And graff'd therein all kinds of fruits that might my mouth 

delight. 
Conduits, by lively springs from their old course I drew. 
For to refresh the fruitful trees that in my gardens 

grew. 
Of cattle great increase I bred in little space ; 
Bondmen I bought ; I gave them wives, and served me 

with their race. 
Great heaps of shining gold by sparing 'gan I save ; 19 
With things of price so fumishM as fits a prince to have. 

* 'Cure:' care. 
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To hear fair women sing sometime I did rejoice^ si 
Barisbdd with their pleasant tunes^ and sweetness of their 

Yoice. 
Lemans I had^ so fair and of so lirelj hue^ 
That whoso gazdd in their face might well their beantj 

rue. 
Never erst sat there king so rich in David's seat ; 
Yet stiU^ methought^ for so small gain the travail was too 

great. 
From my desirous eyes I hid no pleasant sights 
Nor from my heart no kind of mirth that might give 

them delight ; 
Which was the only fruit I reap'd of all my pain^ 
To feed my eyes^ and to rejoice my heart with all my 

gain. 80 

But when I made my county with how great care of mind 
And heart's unrest^ that I had sought so wasteful fruit 

to find. 
Then was I stridden straight with that abusM fire. 
To glory in that goodly wit that compass'd my desire. 
Bat fresh before mine eyes grace did my faults renew : 
What gentle callings I had fled my ruin to pursue ; 
What raging pleasures past^ peril and hard escape ; 
What fEkncies in my head had wrought the liquor of the 

grape. 
The error then I saw, that their frail hearts doth move, 
Which strive in vain for to compare with Him that sits 

above : 40 

In whose most perfect works such crafb appeai'eth plain. 
That to the least of them, there may no mortal hand 

attain. 
And like as lightsome day doth shine above the night. 
So dark to me did folly seem, and wisdom's beams as 

bright. 



fMSig XASl V fiOEBEI^ TCCEICAL WGBS&, 



Wmm^erf^ did BKin ad dBV antes to dnctB aadfiid: 
Bm viE bad dunod ^Ih* s ^bb, uliidi gropU like tte 
liixnd. 41 

Tei Qod: and 'Boir miwniiif mD "vit ud woddlj &Be; 
AndliKil^ ^vias CBidi^m IdIIt basil, siid viadoB hadi 

Tien flud I ihis : * C& Lmd ! mar iKit lb j viadaan core 
I^ wiiM wroDB^ aaid bard confficts ibat fioDy dodi 



To dsarp dt ^ bd £iie tboi nbj took I tbu pain ! 
Kov find I wfH ibis ndUe aeaitb hult ^e be caDM 



Ae sbnder^s hanhywne fandx saands foDj's just reward. 
If pot to skswe all besime. and b rcwg bi in small Regard : 
£t€3i 90 doib lime dfiroar tbe noble blast ai £une, 
Wbicb dwold resound tbdr gteries great, tbat do deaore 

tbe sameL 
Thus present dianges cbase avaj tbe wonders past, 
Xe is tbe wise man*s &ul thread jet longer spun to last 
Then in this wretcbed rale oar life I loaifaM plain. 
When I bebdd oar froitless pains to <''fi»"p^g^ jdeasores 

rain. co 

Mj trarail this arail bath me prodnodd, lo ! 
An beir unknown shall reap tbe fruit that I in seed did 

sow; 
Bat whereunto the Lord his nature diaU incline 
Who can foreknow, into whose hands I must mj goods 



resign 



Bat, Lord, how pleasant sweet then seem'd the idle life. 
That nerer charged was with care, nor burthenM with 

strife. 
And Tile tbe greedy trade of them that toil so sore, 
To leave to such their travails' fruit that never sweat 

therefore. 
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What is that pleasant gain 1 what is that sweet relief^ 
Ibat should delay the bitter taste that we feel of our 

grief? 70 

The gladsome days we pass^ to search a simple gain ; 
The quiet nights^ with broken sleeps to feed a restless 

brain. 
What hope is left us then ? What comfort doth remain^ 
Our quiet hearts for to rejoice with the fruit of our pain ? 
If that be true^ who may himself so happy call 
As I whose free and sumptuous spence ^ doth shine be- 
yond them all ? 
Sorely it is a gift and favour of the Lord^ 
Libendly to spend our goods^ the ground of all discord^ 
And wretched hearts hare they that let their treasures 

mouldy 
And carry the rod that scourgeth them that glory in their 
gold. so 

Bat I do know by proofs whose riches bear such bruit^ 
What stable wealth may stand in waste, or heaping of 
such finit. 

CHAPTBB in. 

Like to the steerless boat that swerves with every wind, 
The slipper top of worldly wealth, by cruel proof I find. 
Scarce hath the seed, whereof that nature formeth man, 
Received life, when death him yields to earth where he 

began! 
The graft;ed plants with pain, whereof we hopdd frtiit. 
To root them up, with blossoms spread, then is our chief 

pursuit. 
That erst we reared up, we undermine again ; 
And shred the sprays whose growth sometime we labouiM 

with pain. 

^ ^ Spenoe :* expeDditnre. 
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Each fix)ward threatening chere of fortune makes as plain, 9 
And every pleasant show reyives our woful hearts again. 
Ancient walls to raise is our unstable guise^ 
And of their weather-beaten stones to build some new 

devise. 
New fancies daily spring, which vade/ returning mo ; 
And now we practise to obtain that straight we most 

forego. 
Sometime we seek to spare that afterward we waste ; 
And that we trayail'd sore to knit^ for to unloose as £asL 
In sober silence now our quiet lips we close. 
And with unbridled tongues forthwith our secret hearts 

disclose. 
Such as in folded arms we did embrace, we hate ; 
Whom straight we reconcile again, and banish all debate. 20 
My seed, with labour sown, such firuit produceth me. 
To waste my life in contraries that neyer shall agree. 
From Ood these heavy cares are sent for our unrests. 
And with such burdens for our wealth he fraughteth full 

our breasts. 
All that the Lord hath wrought, hath beauty and good 

grace ; 
And to each thing assignkl is the proper time and place. 
And granted eke to man of all the world's estate. 
And of each thing wrought in the same, to argue and 

debate ; 
Which art, though it approach the heavenly knowledge 

most, 
To search the natural ground of things, yet all is labour 

lost. so 

But then the wandering eyes that long for surety sought^ 
Found that by pain no certain wealth might in thiQ 

world be bought. 
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Who liyeth in delight^ and seeks no greedy thrifty 88 
But freelj spends his goods, may think it is a secret 

gift. 
FoIfillM shall it be \7hats0 ^ the Lord intend, 
"Which no device of man's wit may advance, nor yet 

defend ; ^ 
Who made all things of nought, that Adam's children 

might 
Learn how to dread the Lord, that wrought such wonders 

in their sight. 
The grisly wonders past, which time wears out of mind, 
To be renewM in our days the Lord hath so assign'd. 40 
Lo ! thus his careful scourge doth steal on us unware ; 
Which, when the flesh hath clean forgot, he doth again 

repair. 
When I in this vain search had wander'd sore my wit, 
I saw a royal throne eke whereas Justice should have 

sit; 
Instead of whom I saw, with fierce and cruel mood. 
Where Wrong was set, that bloody beast that drank the 

guiltless blood : 
Then thought I thus : ' One day the Lord shall sit in 

doom, * 
To view his flock, and choose the pure : the spotted have 

no room.' 
Tet be such scourges sent, that each aggrievM mind. 
Like the brute beasts that swell in rage and fury by 

their kind, so 

His error may confess when he hath wrestled long ; 
And then with patience may him arm : the sure defence 

of wrong. 
For death, that of the beast the carrion doth devour, 
Unto the noble kind of man presents the fatal hour. 

^ ' Whatso : ' whatsoever. — * ^ Defend : * forbid, hinder. 
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The perfect form that Qod hath giyen to either man^ 55 
Or either beast^ dissolve it shall to earth, where it b^an ; 
And who can tell if that the soul of man ascend^ 
Or with the body if it die, and to the ground descend ? 
Wherefore each greedy heart that riches seeks to gain, 
Gkither may he that sayoory frait that spnngeth of his 

pain. 60 

A mean ^ conyenient wealth I mean to take in worth; ^ 
And with a hand of largess eke in measure pour it forth : 
For treasure spent in life the body doth sustain; 
The heir shall waste the hoarded gold, amassM with 

much pain ; 
Ne may foresight of man such order giye in life. 
For to foreknow who shall enjoy their gotten good with 

strife. 

CHAPTER IT. 

When I bethought me well, under the restless sun 
By folk of power what cruel works unchastisdd were 

done, 
I saw where stood a herd by power of such oppressed. 
Out of whose eyes ran floods of tears, that bainM ^ all 

their breast, 
Deyoid of comfort clean, in terrors and distress. 
In whose defence none would arise such rigour to repress. 
Then thought I thus : ' Lord I the dead, whose fatal 

hour 
Is dean run out, more happy are, whom that the worms 

devour : 
And happiest is the seed that never did conceive, 9 
That never felt the wailful wrongs that mortal folk receive. 
And then I saw that wealth, and every honest gain 
By travail won, and sweat of brows, 'gan grow into disdain 

' * Mean : ' moderate.^' * In worth : ' patiently, oontentedly.^' * Bained :* 
bathed. 
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Througli sloth of careless folk^ whom ease so fat doth 

feed; is 

Whose idle hands do nought but waste the fruit of others' 

OAiMl * 
BdTU ^ 

Which to themselyes persuade^ that little got with ease 
More thankful is^ than kingdoms won bj travail and 



Another sort I saw without both friend or kin^ 
Whose greedj ways jet nerer sought a faithful friend 

to win^ 
Whose wretched corpse no toil yet ever weary could. 
Nor glutted oyer were their eyes with heaps of shining 

gold. 20 

But, if it might appear to their abusM eyen 
To whose ayail they trayail so, and for whose sake they 

pine. 
Then should they see what cause they haye for to repent 
The firuitless pains and eke the time that they in yain 

haye spent. 
Then 'gan I thus resolye— ' More pleasant is the life 
Of faithful friends that spend their goods in common 

without strife.' 
For as the tender friend appeaseth eyery grief, 
So, if he fall that liyes alone, who shall be his relief 1 
The friendly feres lie warm in arms embraced fast ; 
Who sleeps alone, at eyery turn doth feel the winter 

blast : 80 

What can he do but jrield, that must resist alone 1 ,,.^ 
K there be twain, one may defend the t'other oyer- 

thrown : 
The single twined cords may no such stress endure 
As cables braided threefold may, together wreathSd sure. 
In better far estate stand children, poor and wise, 
Than aged kings, wedded to will, that work without adyice. 
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la prison hare I seen, or this, a irofol wight^ sr 

Tint nerer kneir irhat fireedom meant^ nor tasted of 

delight^ 
Yfidi saA johopid hap in most despair hath met^ 
Within the hands thai erst irore gyres to have a sceptre 



And hj oonjnres^ the seed of kings is throst from state, 
Wheieon a griered peqfde work ofttimes their hidden hate. 
Other, without ie^)ect I saw of friend or foe. 
With feet worn bare in tracing sach, whereas the 

honours grow. 
And at death d a jnince great ronts rexiydd strange, 
Whidi, fidn their old yoke to disdiarge, rejoiced in the 

diange. 
But when I thought^ to these as heaTy eren, or more. 
Shall be the harden of his reign, as his that went 

before, 
And that a train like great npon the dead attend, 
I 'gan condude, each greedy gain hath its uncertain end. 
In humble spirit b set the temple of the Lord ; 5i 

Where if thou enter, look thy mouth and conscience may 

accord! 
Whose Churdi is built of lore, and deck'd with hot 

desire. 
And simple £Euth; the yolden ghost ^ his mercy doth 

require: 
Where perfectly for aye he in his word doth rest, 
With gentle ear to hear thy suit, and grant thee thy requesL 
In boast of outward works he taketh no delight. 
Nor waste of words ; such sacrifice unsavoureth in his 

sight. 

^ * Coqjom : * oooipiiicaei.^' * Yokka ghost : ' tho mind ykldad « 
de?ofeedL 
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CHAPTEE V. 

Whkk that repentant tears hath cleansM clear from ill 
The charged breast^ and grace hath wrought therein 

amending will, 
Wiih bold demands then may his mercy well assail 
The speech man saith; without the which request may 

none preyail. 
More shall thy penitent sighs his endless mercy please, 
Ulan their importune suits, which dream that words God's 

wrath appease ; 
For heart, contrite of fault, is gladsome recompense ; 
And prayer, fruit of faith, whereby God doth with sin 

dispense. 
As fearful broken sleeps spring from a restless head, 
By chattering of unholy lips is fruitless prayer bred, lo 
In waste of wind, I rede, vow nought unto the Lord, 
Whereto thy heart to bind thy will freely doth not accord; 
For humble tows fulfilled by grace right sweetly smoke : 
But bold behests, broken by lusts, the wrath of God 

proToke. 
Yet bet^ with humble heart thy frailty to confess. 
Than to boast of such perfectness, whose works such fraud 

express. 
With feignM words and oaths contraet with God no 

guile; 
Such craft returns to thine own harm, and doth thyself 

defile: 
And though the mist of sin persuade such error light. 
Thereby yet are thy outward works all dampnM^ in his 

sight. 
As sundry broken dreams us diversely abuse. 
So are his errors manifold that many words doth use. 

^ * Bet : ' better.—* ^ Dampaed : ' cou Icmnod. 
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With humble secret plaint, few words of hot effect ss 
Honour th j Lord ; allowance vain of Yoid desert neglect 
Though wrong at times the rights and wealth eke need 

oppress^ 
Think not the hand of justice slow to follow the redress: 
For such unrighteous folk as rule withouten dread, 
Bj some abuse or secret lust he suffereth to be led. 
The chief bliss that in earth to liiring man is lent. 
Is moderate wealth to nourish life, if he can be content so 
He that hath but one field, and greedily seeketh nought. 
To fence the tiller's hand from need, is king within his 

thought. 
But such as of their gold their onlj idol make. 
No treasure may the rayin of their hungry hands aslake. 
For he that gapes for good, and hoardeth all his gain, 
TrariUls in vain to hide the sweet that should reliere his 

pain. 
Where is great wealth, there should be many a needy 

wight 
To spend the same ; and that should be the rich man's 

chief delight. 
The sweet and quiet sleeps that wearied limbs oppress^ 
Beguile the night in diet thin, not feasts of great excess : 
But waker ^ lie the rich ; whose lively heat with rest 4i 
Their charged bulks^ with change of meats cannot so soon 

digest. 
Another righteous doom I saw of greedy gain ; 
With busy cares such treasures oft presenrM to their 

bane: 
The plenteous houses sack'd ; the owners end with shame 
Their sparkled^ goods; their needy heirs, that should 

enjoy the same^ 

> ' Waker : ' wakefoL— • ' Balks : ' bodies.—' ' Sparkled : * scattered. / 
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fnm wealth despoilM bare, from whence they came thej 
wen^ 47 

Ghd in the clothes of povertj, as Nature first them sent. 
Hiked as fit)m the womb we came, if we depart, 
WA to3 to seek that we must leave, what boot to vex 

thehearti 
What hfe lead testy men then, that consume their days 
b inwaid fi^ts, untemper'd hates, at strife with some 

ahrajal 
Ite 'ffok I praise all those, in such a world of strife, 
Ab tale the profit of their goods, that may be had in 

life. 

For sore the liberal hand that hath no heart to spare 
ThisftdiDg wealth, but pours it forth, it is a virtue rare : 
That makes wealth slave to need, and gold become his 

thraU, 
Clnigs^ not his guts with niggish^ fare to heap his chest 

withal; 

Bat feeds the lusts of kind' with costly meats and wine ; 

And slacks the hunger and the thirst of needy folk that 

pine : eo 

No glutton's feast I mean in waste of spence to strive, 

Bat temperate meals the dullM spirits with joy thus to 

revive. 
No care may pierce where mirth hath temper'd such a 

breast: 
The bitter gall, seasoned with sweet, such wisdom may 
digestb 

>'Cimgi:'ihriiik8 up.^«Niggi8h:' niggard.—* « Lasts of kind : ' de- 
iiiciof mtnre* 
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A PARAPHRASE OF SOME OP THE PSALMS 

OF DAVID. 

PROEM. 

Where reckless youth in an unquiet breast. 

Set on by wrath, revenge, and cruelty. 
After long war patience had oppress'd ; 

And justice, wrought by princely equity; 
My Denny ^ then, mine error deep impress'd. 

Began to work despair of liberty ; 
Had not David, the perfect warrior, taught 

That of my fault thus pardon should be sought 

PSALM LXXXVIII. 

Lord ! upon whose will dependeth my welfare. 

To call upon thy holy name, since day nor night I 

spare, 
Orant that the just request of this repentant mind 
So pierce thine ears, that in thy sight some favour it 

may find. 
My soul is fraughted full with grief of follies past ; 
My restless body doth consume, and death approacheth 

fast : 
Like them whose fatal thread thy hand hath cut in 

twain. 
Of whom there is no further bruit, which in their graves 

remain. 
Lord ! thou hast me cast headlong, to please my fi>e. 
Into a pit all bottomless, whereas I plain my woe. lo 

' * Denny : * in the old edition the word ia not * Denny,' bat * oonadenoe.' 
Sir Walter Denny, a friend of the Howard family, and one of the exeooton of 
Henry VIIL, may be the person meant. 
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The burden of thy wrath it doth me sore oppress, ii 
And sundry storms thou hast me sent of terror and 

distress. 
The faithful friends are fled and banish'd from my sight, 
And such as I have held full dear, have set my friend- 
ship light. 
My durance doth persuade of freedom such despair, 
That by the tears that bain my breast, mine eyesight 

dothappair.i 
Tet do I never cease thine aid for to desire^ 
With humble heart and stretchdd hands, for to appease 

thine ire. 
Wherefore dost thou forbear in the defence of thine. 
To show such tokens of thy power in sight of Adam's 

line, 20 

Whereby each feeble heart with faith might so be fed. 
That in the mouth of thy elect thy mercies might be 

spread ? 
The flesh that feedeth worms cannot thy love declare I 
Nor such set forth thy praise as dwell in the land of 

despair. 
In blind indurdd hearts light of thy lively name 
Cannot appear, nor cannot judge the brightness of the 

same : 
Nor blazdd may thy name be by the mouths of those 
Whom death hath shut in silence, so as they may not 

disclose : 
The lively voice of them that in thy word delight. 
Must be the trump that must resound the glory of thy 

might; so 

Wherefore I shall not cease, in chief of my distress 
To call on Thee, till that the sleep my wearied limbs 

oppress ; 

* * Appair : ' impair, fail. 
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And in the morning eke when that the sleep is fled, $$ 
With floods of salt repentant tears to wash mj restiess 

bed. 
Within this careful mind, borden'd with care and grie( 
Why dost thou not appear, Lord! that shouldst be his 

rehefl 
Mj wretched state behold, whom death shall straight 

assail; 
Of one, from youth aflUcted stiU, that nerer did but waiL 
The dread, lo ! of thine ire hath trod me under feet : 
The scourges of thine angry hand hath made death seem 

full sweet. 40 

Like as the roaring waves the sunken ship surround, 
Great heaps of care did swallow me, and I no succour 

found : 
For they whom no mischance could from my love divide, 
Are forced, for my greater grief, from me their face to 

hide. 

PSALM LXXIIL 

The sudden storms that heave me to and fro. 

Had well near piercM Faith, my guiding sail ; 
For I that on the noble voyage go 

To succour truth, and falsehood to assail. 
Constrained am to bear my sails full low; 

And never could attain some pleasant gale : 
For unto such the prosperous winds do blow 

As run from port to port to seek avail 
This bred despair ; whereof such doubts did grow 

That I 'gan faint, and all my courage fail lo 

But now, my Blage,^ mine error well I see ; 
Such goodly light King David giveth me. 

1 *BIage:' George filage, a friend of Sort's, who aooompniied him to 
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Though, Lord, to Israel thj graces plenteous be ; 

I mean to such, with pure intent as fix their trust in Thee, 

Tet whiles the faith did faint that should have been mj 

guide i 
Like them that walk in slipper paths, mj feet began to 

slide; 
Whiles I did grudge at those that glory in their gold. 
Whose loathsome pride enjejeth wealth, in quiet as 

thej wold. 
To see bj course of years what nature doth appair. 
The palaces of princely form succeed from heir to heir ; 
From all such travails free, as %ng to Adam's seed. 
Neither withdrawn from wicked works by danger, nor by 

dread. lo 

Whereof their scornful pride, and gloried with their eyes ; 
As garments clothe the naked man, thus are they dad 

in vice. 
Thus, as they wish, succeeds the mischief that they mean ; 
Whose glutted cheeks sloth feeds so fat, as scant their 

eyes be seen ; ^ 
Unto whose cruel power most men for dread are fain 
To bend or bow ; with lofty looks, whiles they vaunt in 

their reign ; 
And in their bloody hands, whose cruelty that frame 
The wailful works that scourge the poor, without regard 

of blame. 
To tempt the living God they think it no ofience ; 
And pierce the simple with their tongues that can make 

no defence. so 

Such proofs before the just, to cause the hearts to waver. 
Be set, like cups mingled with gall, of bitter taste and 

savour. 

^ Amwiaton lee in ihiiaa aHoaion to Heniy Vni. 
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Then sslj thj foes in acorn, that taste no other food, s 
But sad the fleah of thy elect, and bodie ibeai in tiior 

blood; 
' Shoald we beliere the Lord dodi know> and anffier this ! 
FooIM be he with hbles yain that so abna^ is.' 
In terror of the jost, thna reigns iniqoity, 
ArmM with power, laden with gold, and dread far craeltj. 
Then rain the war might seem, that I bj fisuth lAJnt^fw 
Against the fleah, whose false affects mj pore heart would 

distain. so 

For I am seonrgM still, that no offisnce haTe done, 
Bj wraths diildren ; and from mj l»rth m j ^^Aarimig 

began. 
When I beheld their pride, and dadoieas of th j band, 
I 'gan bewail the wofnl state wherein thj chosen stand. 
And when I soo^t whereof th j soff 'lance. Lord, dioold 

grow, 
I found no wit could pierce so &r, thj hdty dooms to 

know: 
And that no mysteries nor doubt could be distrust,^ 
Tin I come to the holj place, the mansion of the Just ; 
Where I shall see what end thy justice shall prepare. 
For such as build on woiidly wealth, and dye their ookrars 

fair. 40 

Oh ! how their ground is false ! and all their building Tain ! 
And they shall fsdl ; their power shaU fsdl that did their 

pride maintain. 
As chargM hearts with care, that dream some pleasant turn 
After their sleep find their abuse, and to their plaint 

return. 

So shall their glory fade ; thy sword of vengeance diall 
Unto their drunken eyes in blood disdose their errors 
alL 

1 • DiflCnist .* untniSBed, untiedi 
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And when their golden fleece is from their back jshom, 47 
The spots that underneath were hid^ thy chosen sheep 

shall scorn : 
And till that happj daj, mj heart shall swell in care, 
Mj eyes yield tears, my years consume between hope 

and despair. 
Lo I how my spirits are dull, and all thy judgments dark^ 
Ko mortal head may scale so high, but wonder at thy 

wark. 
Alas ! how oft my foes have framdd my decay ; 
But when I stood in dread to drench, thy hands stiU did 

me stay. 
And in each YOyage that I took to conquer sin. 
Thou wert my guide, and gave me grace, to comfort me 

therein ; 
And when my withered skin unto my bones did cleave. 
And flesh did waste, thy grace did then my simple spirits 

relieve. 
In other succour then, Lord I why should I trust, 
But only thine, whom I have found in thy behight ^ so 

just 1 00 

And such for dread or gain, as shall thy name refuse. 
Shall perish with their golden gods that did their hearts 

seduce. 
While I, that in thy word have set my trust and joy. 
The high reward that 'longs thereto shall quietly enjoy ; 
And my unworthy lips, inspire with thy grace. 
Shall thus forespeak thy secret works, in sight of Adam's 

race. 

PSALM LV.^ 

Give ear to my suit, LordI fromward^ hide not thy face : 
Behold I sinking in grief, lamenting, how I pray : 

1 • Bdiigfat : ' promiBe.— * One of the fint ipectmens of English blank Tene. 
• ' Fromward : ' away from. 



312 BABL or subbet's pobtioal wobks. 

M J foes that bray so loud^ and eke threpe ^ on so hsk, t 
Buckled to do me scath,^ so is their malice bent. 
Care pierceth mj entrails^ and travaileth mj spirit ; 
The grislj fear of death environeth mj breast : 
A trembUng cold of dread overwhelmeth my heart. 
' Oh I ' think I^ ' had I wings Uke to the simple doYe^ 
This peril might I Aj, and seek some place of rest 
In wilder woods^ where I might dwell far ftom these 

cares/ lo 

What speedj way of wing mj plaints shonld they lay on. 
To 'scape the stormy blast that threatened is to me 1 
Rein those unbridled tongues ! break that conjured league 
For I deciphered have amid our town the strife. 
Guile and wrong keep the walls^ they ward both day and 

night: 
And mischief joined with care doth keep the marketstead, 
Whilst wickedness with craft in heaps swarm through the 

street. 
Ne my declared foe wrought me all this reproadi ; 
By harm so looked for, it weigheth half the less ; 
For though mine enemy's hap had been for to prevail^ 20 
I could have hid my face from venom of his eye. 
It was a friendly foe, by shadow of good will ; 
Mine old fere, and dear friend, my guide that trapped me, 
Where I was wont to fetch the cure of all my care. 
And in his bosom hid my secret zeal to God. 
With such sudden surprise, quick may him hell derour. 
Whilst I invoke the Lord, whose power shall me defend ; 
My prayer shall not cease, from that the sun descendcf^ 
Till he his alture ^ win, and hide them in the sea. 
With words of hot affect ^ that moveth fi*om heart con- 
trite, so 

» •Threpe:' pertinadoiuly aocuae.— « •Scath:* injuiy.— » «Altiir»:* aW- 
tode.— « ' Afieot : ' affection. 
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Such humble snit^ Lord^ doth pierce thy patient ear. si 
It was the Lord that brake the bloody compacts of those 
That prickM on with ire to slaughter me and mine. 
The everlasting God^ whose kingdom hath no end, 
Whom bj no tale to dread he could divert from sin, 
The conscience unquiet he strikes with heavy hand, 
And proves their force in faith, whom he sware to defend. 
Butter falls not so sofb as doth his patience long. 
And overpasseth fine oil running not half so smooth ; 
But when his sufferance finds that bridled wrath 

provokes, 4o 

His threatened wrath he whets more sharp than any tool 

can file. 
Friar ! whose harm and tongue presents the wicked sort 
Of those false wolves, with coats which do their ravin ^ hide; 
That swear to me by heaven, the footstool of the Lord, 
Though force had hurt my fame, they did not touch my 

life; 
Such patching care I loathe, as feeds the wealth with lies ; 
But in the other Psalm of David find I ease : 
Jiuia curam tuam super Domin/um^ et ipse te enuiriel. 



PSALM VIII. 

Tht name, Lord, how great, is found before our sight I 
It fills the earth, and spreads the air : the great works of 

thy might ! 
For even unto the heavens thy power hath given a place, 
And closM it above their heads ; a mighty, large, compass. 
Thy praise what cloud can hide, but it will shine again, 
Since young and tender sucking babes have power to show 
it plain 1 

> * Rayin : ' rage. 
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Whidi in de^ite of those that would thy glory hide, 7 
[Thoa] hast put into such infants' mouths for to confound 

their pride. 
Wherefore I shall hehold thy figured heaven so high. 
Which shows sudi prints of diyers forms within the cloudy 

sky. 
As hillsy and shapes of men ; eke beasts of sundry 

kind. 
Monstrous to our outward sight, and fancies of our 

mind; 
And eke the wanLsh moon, which shines by night 

also; 
And each one of the wandering stars, which after her do 

go; 
And how these keep their course ; and which are those 

that stands ; 
Because they be thy wondrous woiks^ and labours of thy 

hands. 
But yet among all these I ask, ' What thing is man,' 
Whose turn to serve in his poor need tUs work Thou first 

began? 
Or what is Adam's son that bears his father's mark. 
For whose delight and comfort eke Thou hast wrought 

all this work ? 20 

I see thou mind st him much, that dost reward him so : 
Being but earth, to rule the earth, whereon himself doth 

go. 
From angel's substance eke Thou mad'st him difier 

small; 
Save one doth change his life awhile ; the other not at 

alL 
The sun and moon also Thou mad'st to give him light ; 
And each one of the wandering stars to twinkle sparkles 

bright ; 
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The air to give him breath; the water for his health ; 27 
The earth to bring forth grain and finiit^ for to increase 

his wealth ; 
And many metals too^ for pleasure of the eye, 
Which in the hollow sounded ground in priyj veins do 

lie; 
The sheep to gire his wool, to wrap his body in ; 
And for such other needful things, the ox to spare his 

skin ; 
The horse even at his will to bear him to and fro, 
And as him list each other beast to serve his turn also ; 
The fishes of the sea likewise to feed him oft ; 
And eke the birds, whose feathers serve to make his sides 

lie soft. 
On whose head thou hast set a crown of glory too, 
To whom also thou didst appoint, that honour should 

be do. 
And thus thou mad'st him lord of all this work of thine ; 
Of man that goes, of beast that creeps, whose looks doth 

down decline ; 40 

Of fish that swim below, of fowls that fly on high. 
Of sea that finds the air his rain, and of the land so 

dry; 
And underneath his feet, Thou hast set all this i^me, 
To make him know, and plain confess, that marvellous 

is thy name. 
And, Lord, which art our Lord, how marvellous it is 

found 
The heavens do show, the earth doth tell, and eke the 

world so round. 
Glory, therefore, be given to Thee first, which art 

three. 
And yet but one Almighty God, in substance and 

degree : 
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As first it iras when Thou the dark confused heap^ 49 
Clotted in one^ didst part in four ; which elements ire 

clepe :^ 
And as the same is now, even here within our time. 
So ever shall hereafter be, when we be filth and slime. 



END OF THE EAKL OF SURRET's POElia 



MlLLAKTYVCAHD COMPANY, PRIXTrBflL B>i2iiirBan. 



V 



